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CHAPTER L 

BESOLVED. 



Eleanob Monckton walked slowly back to 
the house^ by the side of her husband^ whose 
eyes never leflb bis "wife's face during that short 
walk between the garden-gate and the long 
French window by which the two girls had left 
the drawing-room. Even in the dask^ Gilbert 
Monckton could see that his wife*s face was 
unusually pale. 

She spoke to him as they entered the drawing- 
room^ laying her band upon his arm as she ad- 
dressed him^ and looking eamestly at him in the 
red fireüght. 

'' Is Mr, de Crespigny really dying, Gilbert ? " 
she asked. 

TOXb IIL B 
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'' I fear that, from what the medical men say, 
there is very little doubt about it. The old man 
is going fdiAt" 

Eleanor paused for a few moments^ witfa her 
head bent and her face hidden from her hus- 
band. 

Then, snddenly looking np, she spoke to him 
again ; this time with intense eamestness. 

''Gilbert, I want to see Mr. de Crespigny 
before he dies ; I want to see him alone — I must 
see him ! '' 

The lawyer stared at his wife in utter bewilder- 
ment. What in Hearen^s name. wa& the meaaiiDg 
of this sudden energy, this intense eagerness, 
vfhißh bknehed the colour in her ch€eks» and 
Leid her breathless? Her friendly feeling for 
the invalid, her wonsbanly pity for aa old man^s 
infirmities, could never have been powerfiü 
enongh to cause such emotion«. 

'^You want to see Maurice de Crespigny, 
Eleanor ? " repeated Mr. Monckto% in a tone of 
undasguised wonder«. ^But why do you want to 
see him ? ^'- 

" I have something to teil him — something, that 
he nmet k2K)w be&re he dieek^^ 

The lawyer started. A sudden light bsoke 
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in lipon liia bewildercd mind^ — ^a fight that 
showed bim tke woman he lored in veiy odiovs 
colours. 

" You want to teil lum wko yon are ? '* 

''To teil him who I am? je^l" Eleanor 
anawered absently. 

'' Bat for what reason ? " 

Mrs^ Moncktan was silent for a monent^ look- 
ing tkongktfally at ker kusband. 

" My reason is a secret^ Gilb^/' ske said ; ^ I 
cannot even teil it to you — ^yet. But I kope to 
do so urery^ yery soon. Ferkaps to-nigkt/' 

Tke lawyer bit bis under lip, and walked away 
from kis wife witk a &own up(»i kia face. He 
left Eleanor standing before tke fireplace, and 
took two or tkree turns np and down tke 
room, Pacing backwaids and forwards in moody 
silence. 

Tken^ snddenly retuming to ker^ ke said, witk 

an air of angry resolation tkat cbilled ker timid 

confidence in kim^ and caat ker back npon ker* 

self^ " Eleanor, tkere is sometking in all tkis tkat 

woands me to tke yery quiek» Tkere is a mysteiy 

between us ; a mystery tkat kas lasted too long. 

Wky did you stipdiate tkat your* maiden name 

skoiald be kept a seeret&om Maurice de Crea- 

b2 
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pigny ! Why have you paid him court ever 
since your Coming to this place? And why^ 
now 'that yon hear of his approaching death^ do 
yon want to force yourself into hia presence? 
Eleanor, Eleanor^ there can be but one reason 
for all this^ and that the most sordid^ the most 
miserable and mercenary of reasons/' 

George Yane's danghter looked at her hnsband 
with a stare of blank dismay^ as if she was try- 
ing^ but trying in vain^ to attach some meaning 
to his words. 

^'A sordid reason — a mercenary reason,'' she 
repeated slowly^ in a half whisper. 

'^Yes, Eleanor/' answered Gilbert Monckton, 
passionately. '^ Why should yon be different from 
the rest of the world ? It has been my error^ 
my mad delnsion to think yon so; as I once 
thought another woman who crushed my hopes 
of happiness as recklessly as a child shatters a 
plaything it has got tired of. It has been my 
folly to trust and believe in yon, forgetful of 
the past) false to the teaching of most bitter 
experience. I have been mistaken — once more — 
all the more egregiously^ perhaps, because this 
time I thought I was so deliberate, so cautious. 
You are not different to the rest of the world. 
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If other women are mercenary, you too are 
mei^cenary. You are not content with having 
sacrificed yonr inclination for tfae sake of making 
what the world calls an advantageous marriage. 
You are not satisfied with having won a wealthy 
husband^ and you seek to inherit Maurice de 
Crespigny's fortune/' 

Eleanor Monckton passed both her hands 
across her forehead^ pushing back the loose 
masses of her hair^ as if she would by that 
movement have cleared away some of the clouds 
that overshadowed her brain. 

'^ J seek to inherit Mr. de Crespigny's fortune," 
she murmured. 

"Yes! Your father no doubt educated you 
in that idea. I have heard how obstinately 
he built upon the inheritance of his friend's 
wealth. He taught you to share his hopes: he 
bequeathed them to you as the only legacy he 
had to give — " 

^'No!" cried Eleanor, suddenly ; "the inheri- 
tance I received at my father's death was no 
inheritance of hope. Do not say any more to 
me, Mr. Monckton. It seems as if my brain 
had no power to bear all this to-night. If you 
can think these base things of me, I must be 
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content to endure your bad opinion. I know 
that I haT>e been Teiy fargetfnl of jrou, Tery 
neglectful of yon, since I have been your wife, 
and yon have reason to think badly of xne. 
Bnt my mind has been so füll of other tbings ; 
80 full^ tbat it bas seemed to me as if all 
eise in life — except tbose thoughts^ that one 
hope — slipped by me like the events of a 
dream/' 

Gilbert Monckton looked faalf-fearfuUy at bis 
wife as she spoke. Tbere was sometbing in her 
manner that he bad never seen before. He bad 
seen heronlyifhen her feelings bad been held 
in check by her utmost power of repression. 
That power was beginning to wear out now. 
The strain upon Eleanor's intellect had been too 
great^ and her nerves were losing their power 
of tension. 

" Do not say anything more to me/' she ciied^ 
imploringly; ''do not say anything more. It 
will Boon be over now-.^' 

" What will soon be over, Eleanor ? " 

But Eleanor did not answer. She clasped her 
hands before her face; a half-stifled sob broke 
from her Ups, and she hurried frcHu the room 
before her busband could repeat bis question. 






Mr. Monckton looked after her with an expres- 
sion of unmingled angoish on bis face. 

How can I doubt the truth ? '^ he tbought \ 

her indignant repftdiation of any deaign on 
Manrice de Crespigny's fortune exonerates her 
at least from that Charge. Sut her agitation, 
her tears^ her confusion^ all betray the truth. 
Her heart has never been mine. She married 
me with the determination to do her duty to me^ 
and to be true to me. I believe that. Yes, in 
spite of all, I will believe that. Bat her love is 
Launcelot DarrdPs. Her love, the one bles»^ng 
I sought to win, — ^the blessing which in my mad 
foUy I was weak enough to hope for, — ^is given 
to Laura's betrothed husband. What conld be 
plainer than the meaning of those last broken 
words she spoke just now : ' It will soon be over ; 
it will soon be over'? What should she mean 
except that Launcelot Darrell's macmage and 
departure will put an end to the struggle of h«r 
Hfe." 

Mingled with the bitteniess of his grief, some 
feeling akin to pity had a place in Gilbert 
Monckton's heart. 

He pitied her — ^yes^ he pitied this girl whose 
life it had been his fate to overshadow. He had 
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come between tids briglit young creatore and the 
affection of her innocent girlkood^ and^ presenting 
himself before her in the honr of her desolation, 
had betrayed her into one of those mistakes 
which a lifetime of honest devotion is not always 
able to repair. 

'' She consented to many me on the impnlse 
of the moment, clinging to me in her loneliness 
and helplessness, and blinded to the future by 
the sorrow of the present. It iras an instinet 
of confidence, and not love that drew her to- 
wards me ; and now, now that there is no retreat 
-^no drawing back-— nothing bnt a long vista 
of dreary years to be spent with a man she 
does not love^ this poor nnhappy girl suffers an 
agony which can no longer be concealed, even 
from me" 

Mr. Monckton paced np and down his spacious 
drawing-room^ thinking of these things. Once he 
looked with a sad, bitter smile at the evidences 
of wealth that were so lavishly scattered about 
the handsome Chamber. On every side those 
evidences met his eyes. The Gaido^ upon which 
the firelight gleamed^ kindling the face of a 
martyr into supernatural glory^ was worth a sum 
that would have been a fortune to a poor man. 
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Every here and there^ half hidden amongst the 
larger modern pictures, lurked sbme tiny gern of 
Italian art^ a few sqnare inches of painted canvas 
worth füll a hundred times its weight of nnalloyed 
gold. 

''If my wife were as frivolons as Laura," 
thought Mr. Monckton, " I could make her happy, 
perhaps. Pine dresses, and jewels, and pictures, 
and fumiture, would be enough to make happi- 
ness for an empty-headed woman. If Eleanor 
had been inflaeneed by mercenary feelings when 
she married me she would have surely made more 
use of my wealth ; she would have paraded the 
jewellery I have given her, and made herseif a 
lay figure for the display of milliner*s work; 
at least while the novelty of her position lasted. 
Sut she has dressed as plainly as a village trades- 
man^s wife, and the only money she has spent 
is that which she has given to her friend the 
music-mistress/^ 

The second dinner-bell rang while Gilbert 
Monckton was pacing the empty drawing room, 
and he went straight to the dining-room in his 
frock-coat, and with no very great appetite for 
the dishes that were to be set before him. 

Eleanor took her place at the top of the table. 
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She wore a brown silk dress^ a few shades darker 
than her aubum hair^ and her white Shoulders 
gleamed like ivory against bronze. She had 
bathed heii: head and face with cold water^ and 
her rippling hair was still wet. She was very 
pale, very grave ; bat all traces of violent emotion 
had passed away^ and there was a look of quiet 
determination about her mauth. 

Laura Mason came rustling and fluttering into 
the room, as Mr. and Mrs. Monckton took their 
places at the dinner-table. 

*^ It's my PiNx/' said the young lady, alluding 
to a Tery elaborate toilette of blush-rpse coloured 
silk^ bedizened with innumerable yards of lace 
and ribbon. 

'^I thought you woiild like to see my pink, 
and I want to know how it looks. It^s the new 
colour. Lanncelot says the new eolonr is like 
strawberry-ices, but I like it. It^s one of the 
dinner dresses in my trousseau, you know/' she 
murmured, apologetically, to Mr. Monckton; 
^* and I wanted to try the effieet of it^ tbough 
of course it's only to be wom at a party. The 
trimmings on the cross set beautifully ; don't 
they, Eleanor ?" 

It was fortunate, perhaps^ on this ooeasion at 
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least, that Miss Mason possessed the faculty of 
keeping up a kind of conversational monologue, 
for otherwise there must have been a very dreary 
silence at the dinner-table npon this particular 
evening. 

Gilbert Monckton only spoke when the bnsi- 
ness of the xneal compelied him to do so. Bat 
there mras a certain tendemess of tone ia the 
yery few words he had occasioa to address to his 
wife which was utterly different to his manner 
before dinner. It was never Mr< Monckton^s 
habit to sit long over the dismal expanse of a 
dessert-table ; but to-night^ when the doth had 
been remoi^ and the two women left the room^ 
he foUowed them without any delay wfaatever. 

Eleanor seated herseif in a low chair by the 
fireplace. She had looked at her watch twiee 
dnring dinner^ and now her eyes wandered almost 
involuntarily to the dial of the clock upon the 
chimney.piece. 

Her husband crossed the room aad leant for a 
few moments over her chair. 

^'I am sorry for what I said this aüberaoon^ 
Eleanor/' he murmured in a low voice; ^'can you 
forgive me ?" 

His wife lifted her eyes to his face. Those 
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luminous grey eyes had a look of mournful 
sweetness in them. 

*^ Forgive you !" exclaimed Eleanor^ ^' it is you 
who have so much to forgive. Sut I will atone 
— I will atone — after to-night/^ 

She Said these last words almost in a whisper, 
rather as if she had been speaking to herseif than 
to her husband; but Gilbert Monckton heard 
those whispered syllables^ and drew his own con- 
clusions from them. Unhappily every word 
that Mrs. Monckton nttered tended to confirm 
her husband^s doubts and to increase his 
wretchedness. 

He seated himself in a reading-chair upon the 
opposite side of the hearth, and, drawing a lamp 
close to his elbow, buried himself, or appeared to 
bury himself, in his newspapers. 

But every now and then the upper margin of 
the "Times," or the « Post,'' or the "Athenseum,'' 
or the ** Saturday/' or whatever Journal the 
lawyer happened to be perusing — and he took up 
one after the other with a fretful restlessness that 
betokened a mind ill at ease — dropped a little 
lower than the level of the reader's eyes, and 
Mr. Monckton looked across the edge of the 
paper at his wife. 
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Almost every time he did so he found that 
Eleanor's eyes were fixed upon the clock. 

The discovery of this fact speedily became a 
torture to him. He foUowed his wife's eyes to 
the ^lowly moving hands upon the enamelled 
dial. He watched the miaute hand as it glided 
from one figure to another^ marking intervals of 
five minutes that seemed like five hours. Even 
when he tried to read, the loud ticking of the 
wretched time-piece came between him ' and the 
sense of the page upon which his eyes were fixed, 
and the monotonous sound seemed to deafen 
him. 

Eleanor sat quite still in her low easy chair. 
Scraps of faney-work and open books lay upon 
the table beside her, but she made no effort 
to beguile the evening by any feminine occu- 
pation. Laura Mason, restless for want of 
employment and companionship, iluttered about 
the room like some discontented butterfly, stop- 
ping every now and then before a looking-glass, 
to contemplate some newly discovered effeet 
in the elegant costume which she called her 
^'pink;" but Eleanor took no notice whatever 
of her murmured exclamations and appeals for 
sympathy. 
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"I don't know what's come to yo«, Nelly, 
since your mamage/^ the young lady cried at 
last; after vaiiily trying to draw Mrs. Monck- 
ton's attention to the manifold beauties of 
ganze pnffings and floating streamers of rib- 
bon; ^'yon don't seem to take any interest 
in Hfe. Yon^re quite a different girl to what 
you were at Haziewood — ^before Lanncelot came 
home." 

Mr. Monckton threw down the "Athenanm/' 
and took up ^^Puneh," at tbis jnnctnre. He 
stared with a stony face at one of Mr. Leech's 
most genial Cartoons^ and glanced almost yenge- 
fttlly at the familiär double columns of jokes. 
Eleanor looked away from the clock to answer her 
eompanion^s peevish complaint. 

** I am thinking of Mr. de Crespigny/' she 
Said ; '^ he may be dying while we are sitting 
here." 

Mr. Monckton dropped " Punch/^ and looked, 
openly this time^ at bis wife^s faee. 

Could it be, after all^ that her abstraction of 
masiner really aroee firom no deeper eause than 
her regret for the loss of this old man^ who was 
her dead father's friend^ and who had displayed 
an especial affection for her ? 



BBSOLYBD* 15 

Could it be SO ? No ! Her words that night 
had revealed more than a common sorrow such as 
this. They had betrayed the seeret of a hidden 
struggle — a woman's grief— not easilj to be re- 
pressed or overcome. There is no knowing how 
long the lawyer might have sat brooding over 
his troubles under coyer of the newspapers, bat 
presently he remembered some papers which 
he had brought from London that aftemoon^ 
and which it was his imperative duty — in the 
interests of a veiy important client — to read that 
night. 

He pushed away the lamp^ rose from his low 
chair, and went to the door of the drawing- 
room. 

'^ I am going to my study^ Eleanor/^ he said ; 
" I shall most Hkely spend the rest of the evening 
there^ and I may be obligied to be ¥ezy late» You 
won't sit up for me ? '* 

Oh, no ; not unless you wiak it." 
On no account. Good-night« G4iod-aight^ 
Laura.^' 

Even while his wife wiahed him good^night, her 
eyes wandered uneasily back to the clock. A 
quarter to tea- 

''And ke haan't once looked at my pi&kl^ 
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xnurmured Miss Mason, as her guardian left the 
drawing.room. 

Scarcely had the door closed when Eleanor 
Monckton rose from her chair. 

Her flushed cheeks flamed with crimson bright- 
ness ; her eyes were lighted up as if a fire had 
burned in her dilated pupils. 

" I am going to bed, Laura/* she said abruptly; 
" I am very tired. Good night ! " 

She took a candle from a table near the 
door, lit it, and hurried from the room before 
Laura could question her or remonstrate with 
her. 

She doesn't look tired," thought Miss Mason; 

she looks as if she were going to a ball; or 
going to have the scarlatiQa. I think I looked 
like that when I was going to have the scarlatina; 
and when Launcelot proposed to me.'* 

Five minutes after the stable-cloek had Struck f t, 
ten, the great door of ToUdale Priory was opened 
by a cautious band, and Mrs. Monckton stole out 
of her house with a woollen cloak wrapped about 
her, and her head almost buried in the hood 
belonging to the thick winter garment. She 
closed the door softly; and then, without stopping 
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to look behind her^ hurried down the broad 
stone steps^ across the courtyard^ along the 
gravelled garden pathway^ out at the narrow 
wooden door in the wall, and away into the dreary 
darkness of the wood that lay between the Priory 
grounds and the dwelling-place of Maurice de 
Crespigny. 



TOL. in. 



CHAPTER IL 

A TERRIBLE SUBFRISE. 

WiTH the cldll winds of February blowing in 
her face^ Eleanor Monckton eutered the wood 
between ToUdale and Mr. de Crespigny's estate. 

There were no stars in the blank grey sky 
above that lonely place ; black masses of pine and 
fir shut in the narrow path upon either side; 
mysterious noises^ caused by the capricious moan- 
ing of the winter wind, sounded far away in the 
dark recesses of the wood, awfully distinct amid 
the stilhiess of the night. 

It was yery long since Eleanor had been out 
alone after dark, and she had never before been 
alone in the darkness of such a place as this. She 
had the courage of a young lioness, but she had 
also a highly nervous and sensitive nature, an 
imaginative temperament ; and the solemn lone- 
liness of this wood, resonant every now and then 
with the dismal cries of the night-wind^ was very 
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terrible to her. But above and beyond every 
natural iF(»ianly feeling was this girPs devotion 
to her dead father; and she walked on Nnih 
her thick shawl gathered closely round her^ and 
with both her hands pressed against her beating 
heart. 

She walked on through the soütnde and the 
darknesB^ not indifferently, but devotedly ; in snb- 
lime self-abnegation ; in the heroic grandeur of a 
«oulthatis elevated by loFe; as she would have 
walked throngfa iire and water^ if by the endnrance 
of such an ordeal she conld haye given &esh proof 
of her affection for that hapless suicide of the 
Faubourg Saint Antoine. 

*' My dear father/' she murmured once^ in a 
low voice, *' I have bcen slow to act, but I have 
never forgotten. I have never forgotten you 
lying far away from me in that cruel fordgn 
grave, I have waited^ but I will wait no langer. 
I will speak to-night.'' 

I think she believed that George Yane^ divided 

from hCT by the awfnl chasm which yawns, mys- 

terious and unfathomable, betwixt life and death^ 

was yet near enough akin to her^ in his changed 

State of being, 1x> witness her actions and hear her 

worda. Sthe spoke to him^ as ahe wonld have 

2 
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dritten to him had he been very far away from 
her^ in the belief that her words would reach bim^ 
sooner or later. 

The walk^ which in the daytime seemed only a 
pleasant ramble^ was a weary pilgrimage under 
the starless winter sky. Eleanor stopped onee or 
twice to look back at the Ughted Windows of ToU- 
dale lying low in the hollow behind her; and then 
hurried on with a quicker step. 

**If Gilbert should miss me/' she thought^ 
'' what will he do ? what wiU he think ? '' 

She quickened her pace even more as she 
thought of her husband. What unlooked for 
difficulties might she not have to combat if Mr. 
Monckton should discover her absence and send 
or go himself in search of her ? 

She had reached the outskirts of the wood by 
this time, and the low gate in the iron fence — 
the gateway through which she had passed upon 
the day when, for the first time, she saw her 
father's old friend, Maurice de Crespigny. 

This gate was very rarely locked or bolted^ 
but to-night^ to her surprise^ she found it wide 
open. 

She did not stop to wonder at this circumstance, 
but hurried on. She had grown very familiär 
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with every pathway in the grounds during her 
walks beside Mr. de Crespigny^s invalid chair^ and 
slie knew the nearest way to the house. 

This nearest way was across a broad expanse of 
turf, and through a shrubbery into the garden at 
the back of the rooms oecupied by the old man^ 
who had for many years been unable to go up and 
down stairs^ and who had^ for that length of time^ 
inhabited a suite of rooms on the ground-floor^ 
opening with French Windows on to a tiny lawn, 
shut in and sheltered by a thick belt of pine 
and evergreens. It was in this shrubbery that 
Eleanor paused for a few moments to recover her 
breath after hurrying up the hill^ and to reassure 
herseif as to the safety of the papers which she 
carried in the bosom of her dress — ^Launcelot 
Darrell's water-colour sketch^ and her father's 
letter. The picture and the letter were safe. She 
reassured herseif of this^ and was about to hurry 
on^ when she was arrested by a sound near her. 
The laurel branches close beside her had rustled 
as if parted by a man's strong band. 

Many times^ in her journey through the wood, 
Eleanor had been terrified by a rustling amongst 
the long grass about the trunks of the trees ; but 
each time the sight of a pheasant flying across her 
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pathway, or a firightened hare acoddiiis away into 
tlie darkness^ had reassnred her. But tiüa time 
there could be no mistake as to what ahe had 
heard. There was no garae in Mr. de Cre^igny's 
garden. She was not alone, therefore. There 
was a man lurking aomewhere nnder the ahadow 
of the eira^reens. 

She stopped; clntched the docoments that she 
carried in her breast^ and then emei^d from the 
shmbb^y on to the lawn, aahamed of her fears. 

The man whose presence had alarmed her was, 
no doubt, one of the servants — ^the gardener, most 
likely — ^and he wonld admit her to the house and 
saTe her any encoonter with the maiden sisters. 

She looked abont the garden, bnt could see no 
one. Then^ in a low Toiee, she called to the man 
hj name ; bnt there was no answer. 

Lights were bnming in Mr. de Crespigny^s bed- 
room, bnt the Windows of the room which the old 
man called his study, and the Windows of his 
dressing-room, a Httle apartment between the 
bed-chamber and the studj^ were dark. 

Eleanor waited a few minutes in the garden, 
expecting to hear or see one of the servants 
em^'ge from the shrubbery; but all was quiet, 
and ahe had no alternative except to go round to 
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the principal door of tlie hoQse^ and take her 
Chance of being admitted. 

'' I am certain that there was some one close 
to me/' she thcraght. " It must have been 
Brooks^ the gardener; bot how odd that he didn^t 
hear me when I called to him/* 

The principal entrance to Mr. de Crespigny's 
house was hy a pair of half-glass doors^ approached 
by a double flight of stone steps, either from the 
right or the leffr^ as might snit the visitor's con- 
Tenience. It was a handsome entrance ; and the 
plate glass which formed the upper halves of the 
doors appeared a yery slight barrier between the 
Yisitor waiting on the broad stone platform with* 
out^ and the interior of the house« But^ for all 
this^ no porteullis of the Middle Ages^ no sturdy 
postem gate of masdve oak stndded bj ponderous 
iron nails, was ever more impregnable to the 
besieger than these transparent doors had been 
under the despotic sway of the rieh bachelor's 
maiden nieces. Despairing poor relations^ stand- 
ing hopeless and desperate without those fatal 
doors^ had been weU-nigh tempted to smash the 
plate-glass^ and thus make their way into the 
citadel. But, as this would have scarcely been a 
likely method by which to ingratiate themselyes 
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into the favour of a testy old man^ the glass 
remained undamaged ; and the hapless kinsfolk 
of Maurice de Crespigny were fain to keep at a 
distance^ and hope — almost against hope — that 
he would get tired of his maiden watchers^ and 
revenge himself upon their officiousness by leaving 
his money away from them. 

It was outside these glass doors that Eleanor 
Monckton stood to-night, with very different 
feelings in her breast to those which were 
wont to animate the visitors who came to Wood- 
lands. 

She pulled the brass handle of the bell, which 
was stiff from little usage, and which, after 
resisting her efforts for a long time, gave way at 
last with an angry spring that shook the distant 
clapper with a noisy peal which seemed as if it 
would have never ceased ringing sharply through 
the stillness. 

Sut, loud as this peal had been, it was not 
answered immediately, and Eleanor had time to 
contemplate the prim furniture of the dimly- 
lighted hall, the umbrella-stand and barometer, 
and some marine views of a warlike nature on 
the Walls; pictures in which a De Crespigny of 
Nelson^s time distinguished himself unpleasantly 
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by the blowing up of some very ugly ships which 
exploded in blazes of yellow ocbre and vermillion, 
and the bombardment of some equally ugly for- 
tresses in burnt sienna. 

A butler, or factotum^ — ^for there was only one 
male servant in the house^ and he was old and 
unpleasant^ and had been cherished by the Misses 
de Crespigny because of those very qualifications^ 
which were likely to stand in the way of his 
getting any important legacy, — emerged at last 
from one of the passages at the back of the hall^ 
and advanced^ with indignation and astonishment 
depicted on his grim features^ to the doors before 
which Eleanor waited, Heaven only knows how 
impatiently. 

" Launcelot Darreil may have come here before 
me" she thought; "he may be with his uncle 
now^ and may induce him to alter his will. Ue 
must be desperate enough to do anything^ if he 
really knows that he is disinherited/' 

The butler opened one of the hall doors^ a very 
little way^ and suspiciously. He took care to 
plant himself in the aperture in such a manner as 
would have compelled Eleanor to walk through 
his body before she could enter the hall ; and as 
the butler was the very reverse of Mr. Pepper's 
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gliost in ocmsistencj^ Mrs. Moncktcm coold onlj 
parley with him in the faint hope of taking the 
citadel hj capitulation. She did not know that 
the citadel was already taken, and that an awliil 
guest^ to whom neither closelj gnarded dooora nor 
oaken postems lined with stontest iron formed 
obstacle or hindrance^ had entered that quiet 
mansion before her ; she did not know this, nor 
that the butler only kept her at bay ont of the 
sheer foree of habit^ and perhaps with a spiteful 
sense of pleasnre in doing battle with would-be 
legatees. 

'^I want to see Mr. de Crespigny/' Eleanor 
cried, eagerly ; " I want to see him rery particu- 
larly^ if you please. I know that he will see me 
if you will be so good as to teil him that I am 
here/' 

The bntler opened his mouth to speak^ but 
before he could do so a door opened^ and Miss 
Lavinia de Crespigny appeared. She was vcry 
pale^ and carried a handkerchief in her hand, 
which she put to her eyes every now and then ; 
but the eyes were quite dry, and she had not 
been weeping. 

" Who is that ? '^ she exclaimed sharply. 
" What is the matter, Parker ? Why can't you 
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teil the person that we can see nobodj to- 
night?'* 

" I was just a-goin' to teil her so" the butler 
answered; ^^but it's Mrs. Monckton^ and she 
sajs she wauts to see poor master.'^ 

Ue moved awav froin the door, as if his reagpon- 
sibilitjr had ceased on the appearance of his mis- 
tress, and Eleanor entered the hall. 

^'Oh, dear Miss Lavinia/^ she cried^ almost 
breathless in her eagemess^ ^' do let me see your 
uncle. I know he will not refuse to see me. I 
am a favourite with him, you know. Flease let 
me see hinu^' 

Miss Lavinia de Crespigny applied her band« 
kerchief to her dry eyes before she answered 
EleancKT^s eager entreaty. Then she said very 
slowly, — 

'^ My beloved nncle departed this life an hour 
ago. He breathed his last in my arms.^' 

'* And in mine/' murmured Miss Sarahs who 
had foUowed her sister into the hall. 

" And I was a-standing by the bedside/' ob- 
served the butler, with respectfiü firmness ; *' and 
the last words as my blessed master said before 
you come into the room^ Miss Lavinia^ was these : 
' Yon've been a good servant^ Parker, and you*ll 
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find you're not forgotten/ Yes, Miss, ^You'll 
find you^re not forgotten, Parker/ were his last 
words." 

The two ladies looked very sharply and rather 
suspiciously at Mr. Parker, as if they were medi- 
tating the possibility of that gentleman having 
fabricated a will constituting himself sole legatee. 

" / did not hear my dear nncle mention you, 
Parker," Miss Sarah said, stiffly ; ^^ but we shall 
not forget any one he wished to have remem- 
bered ; you may be sure of that/^ 

Eleanor Monckton stood, silent and aghast, 
staring straight before her, paralysed, dumb- 
founded, by the tidings she had just heard. 

^^Dead!" she murmured at last, ^'Deadl 
dead ! — ^before I could see him, before I could teil 
him— ^' 

She paused, looking round her with a bewil- 
dered expression in her face. 

" I do not know why you should be so eager to 
see my uncle," said Miss Lavinia, forgetting her 
assumption of grief, and becoming very genuine 
in her spiteful feeling towards Eleanor, as a pos- 
sible rival, *' nor do I know what you can have 
had to say to him. But I do know that you have 
not exhibited veiy good taste in intruding upon 
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US at such an hour as this, and^ above all^ in 
remaining^ now that y ou hear the sad affliction " 
— the handkerchief went to the eyes again liere — 
"which has befallen us. If you come here/' 
added Miss Lavinia, suddenly becoming spiteful 
again^ ^'in tbe hope of ascertaining Low my 
uncle^s money has been left — and it would be 
only like some people to do so— «I can giye you no 
Information upon the subject. The gardener has 
been sent tq Windsor to summon Mr. Lawford's 
Clerk. Mr. Lawford himself started some days 
ago for New York on business. It's very un- 
lucky that he should be away at such a time^ for 
we put every confidence in him. However, I 
suppose the clerk will do as well. He will put 
seals on my uncle's effects, I believe^ and nothing 
will be known about the will until the day of the 
funeral. Sut I do not think you need trouble 
yourself upon the subject^ my dear Mrs. Monck- 
ton, as I perfectly remember my beloved relative 
telling you very distinctly that he had no idea of 
leaving you anything except a picture^ or some- 
thing of that kind. We shall be very happy to 
see that you get the picture/' conduded the lady^ 
with frigid politeness. 
Eleanor Monckton stood with one band push- 



30 El^ANO&*S TECTOBY. 

ing the glossy ripples of aubum hair away from 
her forehead^ and with a look upon her face 
which the Misses de Crespigny— whose minds 
had run in one yery narrow groove for the last 
twenty years— could only construe into some 
disappointment npon the snbject of the Tidll. 
Eleanor recovered her self-command with an 
effort, as Miss Lavinia fimshed speaking^ and 
Said, very qnietly : 

*' BeUeve me, I do not want to inherit any of 
Mr. de Crespigny's property. I am very, yery 
sorry that he is dead, for there was something 
that I wanted to teil him before he died; 
something that I onght to have told him long 
ago. I have been fooHsh — cowardly — to wait so 
long.*' 

She Said the last words not to the two ladies, 
but to herseif; and then, aft^a pause, she added, 
slowly, 

** I höpe your uncle has left his fortune to you 
and your sister, Miss Laidnia. Heaven grant 
that he may have left it so 1 " 

XJnfortnnately the Misses de Crespgny were 
in l^e humonr to take offence at anything. The 
terrible torture of suspenso which was gnawing at 
the faeaii; of each of the dead raan^s nieces dis- 



A TEKBIBLS SÜSPRISfi. 31 

posed them to be snappisli to any one who came 
in their way. To them, to-night, it seemed as if 
the earth was peopled by expectant legatees, all 
eager to dispute for the beritage whicb by rigbt 
was tbeirs. 

"We are extremely obliged to you for yonr 
good wishes» Mrs. Monckton,'^ Miss Sarah said, 
with vinegary politeness, '^ and we can peifectly 
appreciate tiieir sincerity, Chad evening/' 

On this hiat, the butler opened the door with a 
solemn flourish, and the two ladies bowed Eleanor 
out of the house. The door dosed behind her, 
and she went slowly down the steps, Hngering 
without pnrpose, entirely bewildered by the turn 
that events had taken. 

'^Dead!'' she exckimed, in a half-whisper, 

9 

*^ dead ! I never thought that he would die so 
soon. I waited, and waited, thinking that, when- 
ever the time eame for me to speak, he would be 
alive to hear me; and now he is dead, and I have 
lost my diance; I haye lost my oiae chance of 
avenging my fatiier's death. The law cannot 
toudi Launoelot DarreU; but this old man had 
the power to punish him, and would have used 
that power, if he had known the story of his 
fnend's death. I «annot doubt that. I cannot 
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doubt that Maurice de Crespigny dearly loved my 
father." 

Eleanor Monckton stopped for a few minutes 
at the bottom of the steps^ trying to collect her 
senses — trying to tbink if there was anytbiDg 

more for her to do. 

No, there was nothing. The one chance which 
fortune, by a series of events, not one of which 
had been of her own contriving^ had thrown into 
her way^ was lost. She could do nothing but go 
quietly home^ and wait for the reading of the 
will, which might^ or might not^ make Launcelot 
Darrell the owner of a noble estate. 

Sut then she remembered Richard Thornton^s 
Visit to Windsor^ and the inferences he had drawn 
from the meeting between Launcelot and the 
lawyer's clerk. Richard had most firmly believed 
that the property was left away from the young 
man ; and Launcelot DarrelFs conduct since that 
day had gone far towards confirming the scene- 
painter's assertion. There was very little doubt, 
then, that the will which had been drawn up by 
Mr. Lawford and witnessed by Gilbert Monckton, 
was a will that left Maurice de Crespigny^s for- 
tune away from Launcelot Darrell. The old man 
had spoken of a duty which he meant to perform. 
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Surely he must have alluded to his two niecea^ 
devotion, and tlie recompense which they had 
earned by their patient attendance upon him. 
Such tmtiring watchers generally succeed in 
reaping the reward of their labours; and why 
should it be otherwise in this case ? 

Bat then, on the other hand^ the old man was 
fretful and capricious. His nerves had been 
shattered by a long illness. How often, in the 
watches of the night^ he might have lain awake^ 
pondering upon the disposal of his wealth^ and 
doubtful what to do with it^ in his desii'e to act 
for the best I It was known that he had made 
other wills, and had burned them when the 
humour seized him. He had had ample oppor- 
tunity for changing his mind. He had very 
likely destroyed the will witnessed by Gilbert 
Monckton^ in order to ;make a new one in 
Launcelot's favour. 

Eleanor stood at the bottom of the broad flight 
of Steps, with her band upon the iron raüing, 
thinking of all this. Then with a regretful sigh, 
she walked away from the front of the house. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

IN THE PBESENCE OF THE DEAD. 

The rooms that had been oooapied by Maurice 
de Crespigny were at the back of the kouse^ and 
Eleanor, retimÜBg by tke way tbat ske kad ctmie^ 
kad occasion to pass once more tkrougk tke garden 
and skrubbery npon wkick tke Windows oi tbese 
rooms looked. 

Mrs. McMickton pansed amongst tke eyeigreeas 
tkat grew near tke konse, skeltering and darken- 
ing tke Windows witk tkeir tkick luxuriaace. 
Tke Venetian skatters outside tke Windows of 
tke room in wkick tke dead man kiy were dosed^ 
and tke kgkt witkin skone brigktly between tke 
slanting laäis. 

''Foor old man/' Eleanor mtumured, as ske 
looked moamfully towards tkis deatk-ckamber^ 
" ke was very good to me ; I ougkt to be sorry 
for kis deatk.'' 

Tke evergreens wkick grew in groups on eitker 
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side of the Windows made a thick screen, beliind 
wbich halE-a-dozen people might have safely 
Mdden themselyes upon this moonless and starless 
Febraaiy night. Eleanor lingered for a few mo- 
ments amongst these chistering laureis before she 
emerged upon the patch of smooth turf which 
was scarcely la^e enough to be dignified with the 
title of a lawn. 

As she lingered^ partly becausre of a regretfiil 
tendemess towards the dead man^ partly because 
of that irresolutiou and uneertainty that had 
taken possession of her mind fix)m the mona^nt in 
which fihe had heard of his death^ she was startled 
once more by the rustling of the branches n^ar 
her. This time she was not left long in doubt : 
the rustling of the branches was followed by a 
hissing whisper, very cautious and subdued, but 
at the same time Tery distinct in the stillness ; 
and Eleanor Monckton was not slow to recognise 
the accent of the French commercial traveller, 
Monsieur Victor Bourdon. 

'^The shutters are not festened/' this lüan 
whispered ; *' there is a chance yet, mon ami.'^ 

The «peaker was wiäiin two paees of Eleanor^ 
but she was hidden &om him by the shrubs. The 
companion to whom he had i^ken was of course 

D 2 
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Launcelot DarreU; there could be no doubt of 
that. But why were tbese men here ? Had tbe 
artist come in ignorance of bis kinsman's deatb> 
and in tbe bope of introducing bimself secretly 
into tbe q14 man^s apartments, and tbus ont« 
xaanoeuvring tbe maiden nieces ? 

As tbe two men moved nearer one of tbe 
Windows of tbe bedebamber^ moving very can- 
tiously^ but still distnrbing tbe branebes as tbey 
went^ Eleanor drew back^ and stood, motionless> 
almost breatbless^ close against tbe blank wall 
between tbe long Freneb Windows. 

• In anotber moment Launcelot Darrell and bis 
companion were standing so close to ber^ tbat sbe 
could bear tbeir burried breatbing as distinctly 
as sbe beard ber own. The Frencbman softly 
drew back one of tbe Venetian sbutters a few 
incbes^ and peeped very cautiously tbrougb tbe 
narrow aperture into tbe room* 

''Tbere is only an old woman tbere/' be 
wbispered, ''an old woman^ very grey, very 
respectable ; sbe is asleep^ I tbink ; look and see 
wbo sbe is" 

Monsieur Bourdon drew back as be spoke, 
making way for Launcelot Darrell. Tbe young 
man obeyed bis companion, but in a balf-sulky, 
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half-unwilliftg fashion^ which ivas very mnch like 
bis manner on the Paxisian Soulevard. 

*'Who is it?'' whispered the Frenchman^ aa 
Launcelot leant forward and peered into the 
lighted room. 

"Mrs. Jepcott^ my unde's housekeeper." 

" Is she a friend of yours, or an enemy ? " 

'' A firiend, I think. I know that she hates my 
aunts. She would rather serve me than serve 
them/' 

" Good. We are not going to trust Mrs. Jep- 
eott ; bat it's as well to know that she is friendly 
towards us. Now, listen to me, my friend, we 
must have the key," 

''I snppose we most,^' muttered Launcelot 
Darrell, very sulkily. 

''You suppose we must! Bah!" whispered 
the Frenchman, with intense scomfulness of 
manner. ''It is likely we should draw back, after 
haying gone so far as we have goue, and made 
such promises as we have made. It is like you 
Englishmen, to turn cowards at the yery last, in 
any dif&cult business like this. You are very 
brave and very great so long as you can make a 
great noise about your honour, and your courage, 
and your loyalty; so long as the drums are 



38 fiLEANOn'S YiCnO&Y. 

beating and the flags flying^ and all tfae worid 
looking on to admire you. Btit the mament there 
ia anythixig of difScult — anything of a little 
liazardoBs, or anything of criminal, periiaps> — 
you draw back^ yoii have fear. Bak! I harfe no 
patience with you. Yoa are a great nation, but 
you bare never produced a great impostor. Your 
Perkin Warbecks^ yo«ur Stuart Preteiidcrs^ they 
are all the same. They ride up hüls with forty 
thousand man, and," — here Monsieur Bourdon 
hisaed out a very big Freneh oath^ to give 
strength to hia] assertion^ — "when they get to 
the top they can [do nothing better than ride 
down again.^' 

It is not to be supposed that, in so eritical a 
Situation as that in which the two men had placed 
themselyes^ the Frenchman woukl have said all 
this without a purpose. He knew Lauucelot 
Darrell, and he knew that ridicule was tbe best 
spur with which to urge him on when he waa 
inclined to come to a stand^still. The young 
man's pride took fire at hia companion's scomfol 
banter. 

'' What do you want me to do? " he asked. 

" I want you to go into that room and look for 
your uncle's keys. I would do it, and perhaps da. 
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it bettiff' tban you^ bat if that wottMm woke and 
found me there, she would rouse the house; if 
she M^akes up and sees yo«, any sentimeDtal story 
of your desire to look for the last time upcm your 
kinsman and benefactor ivill satisfy her and stop 
her moiith. You must search for tke keys^ Mon- 
sieur Bobert Lance, pardoni — ^Monsieur Launcelot 
DarreU." 

The young man made no immediate answer to 
this speeeh. He stood dose to the windoir, with 
the half*open shutter in his hand, »od Eleanor 
could see, by the motion of this shutter^ that he 
vas trembling. 

" I can't do it, Bourdon/* he gasped, after a 
long pause ; " I can^t do it. To goup to that dead 
man's bed-side and steal his keys. It seems like 
an act of sacrilege — I — I — ean't do it/' 

The eomraensial traveller shrugged his Shoulders 
so high that it ahnost seemed he never meant to 
bring them down again. 

" Good V' he said, ** Ceat fini I Lire and die 
a pauper, Monsieur Darrell, but never again ask 
me to help you in a great scheme. Good night.^' 

The Frenchman made a show of Walking off, 
but went slowly, and gave Lauucek>t plenty of 
time to stop him. 
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'^Stay, Bourdon/' tlie young man miittered; 
^* don't be a fool. If you mean to stand by me in 
this business^ you must have a little patience. 
TU do what must be done^ 6f course^ however 
unpleasant it may be. Vye no reason to feel any 
great compunction about the old man. He hasn't 
shown so mucb love for me tftat I need have any 
very sentimental affection for him. I'U go in and 
look for the keys.*' 

He had opened the shutter to its widest extent^ 
and he put his hand upon the window as he spoke^ 
but the Frenchman checked him. 

'^What are you going to do ? ^' asked Monsieur 
Bourdon. 

" I'm going to look for the keys/' 

" Not that way. If you open that window the 
cold air will blow into the room and awaken the 
old woman — what you call her — ^Madame Jepcott. 
No, you must take off your boots, and go in 
through one of the Windows of the other rooms. 
We saw just now that those rooms are empty. 
Come with me.'' 

The two men moved away towards the Windows 
of the sitting-room. Eleanor crept to the Venetian 
shutters whieh Launcelot had closed, and, drawing 
^ue of them a little way open, looked into the 
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room in which the dead man lay» The house- 
keeper^ Mrs. Jepcott^ sat in a roomy easy-chair^ 
close to th& fire^ ivhich bumed brightly^ and had 
evidently been very lately replenished. The old 
woman's head had fallen back upon the cushion of 
her chair, and the monotonous regularity of her 
snores gave sufficient evidence of the soundness of 
her slumbers. Yoluminous curtains of dark green 
damask were drawn closely round the massive 
four-post bed; a thick wax candle, in an old- 
fashioned silver candlestick^ bumed upon the table 
by the bedside, and a pair of commoner candles^ 
in brass candlesticks^ brought, no doubt^ from the 
housekeeper's room^ stood upon alarger table near 
the fireplace. 

Nothing had been disturbed since the old man's 
death. The maiden ladies had made a merit of 
this. 

" We shall disturb nothing/' Miss Lavinia^ who 
was the more loquacious of the two, had said; 
*' we shall not pry about or tamper with any of 
our beloved relative^s effects. You will take care 
of everything in your master's room, Jepcott; we 
place everything under your charge^ and you will 
see that nothing is touched ; you will take care 
that not so much as a pocket-handkerchief shall 
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be disturfaEed uatil Mr. Lawford's elerk oomes from 
Windsor/' 

In accordance witif tbese directions, everytbing 
bad remained exactly as it had been left at tbe 
micxment of Mauirice de Crespignj's death. Tbe 
practised sick-nurse bad retired, after domg her 
dismal duty ; tbe stiffeiuing limbs. bad been com- 
posed in tbe last caka sleep ; tbe cid man's eyeHds 
bad been closed upon tbe sigfatless eyebalh ; tbe 
curtains bad been drairn ; and tbat wai all. 

Tbe medicine bottles^ tbe open Bible, tbe 
crumlixled bandkorebiefs^ the purse^ and pi^er- 
knife^ and spectaeles^ and kejs, lying.in disorder 
npon tbe table by tbe bed, bad not beea toncbed» 
Eager as tbe dead man^s nieces were to know tbe 
Contents of bis will, tbe tbongfat of obtaining tbat 
knowledge by any surreptitiou» means bad never 
for one moment entered into tbe bead of eitber. 
Tbey were conscientioua ladies, wbo attended 
cburcb tbree times npon a Sonday, and wbo would 
bave recoiled agbast from before tbe mere tbou^t 
of any infraction of tbe law. 

Eleanor, witb tbe Venetian sbutter a very little 
way open, and witb ber faee close against tbe 
window, stood looking into tbe ligbted room, and 
waitiDg for Launcelot Darrell to appear. 
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The great focir-post bedstead stood oppoaite the 
Windows, the door was on Eleanor's right hand. 
About five minutes elapsed before tbere was any 
sign of the intruder's Coming. Then the door 
was opened, y&pj slowlj, and Launcelot Darreil 
erept into the room» 

His face was almost livid, and he trembled 
yiokntly. At first he looked helpkaslj about 
him^ as if paralysed by fear« Then he took a 
handkerchief from his pocket, and wiped the cold 
Perspiration from his forehead^ still looking help- 
lessly right and left. 

Bttt presently the Frenchman's head appeared 
round the edge of the door, whiqh Launcelot 
Darreil had left a little way open, a fat little« 
hand pointed to the table by the bed, and 
Monsieur Bourdon'a hissing whisper yihrated in 
the room;« 

"Vlä^ — ^the tiible — ^the table — straighi before 
you.*' 

Following this indication, the young man began 
with trembling hands to search amongst the dis- 
order of the littered table. He had not occasion 
to seek very long for what he wanted. The dead 
man's keys- lay under one of the handkerchiefs. 
They jingled a little as Launcelot took them up^ 
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and Mrs. Jepcott stirred in her sleep^ but she did 
not open her eyes. 

'' Come away, come I'' whispered the French- 
man, as Launcelot stood with thekeysinhishand, 
as if too much bewildered even to know that his 
purpose was accomplished. He obeyed Monsieur 
Bourdon, and hurried from the room. He had 
taken off his boots at his companion's instigation, 
and his stockinged feet made no sound upon the 
thick carpet. 

^^ What is he going to do with those keys ? '' 
Eleanor thought. *^ If he knows the contents of 
the will, as Richard believed, what good can the 
keys be to him ? '^ 

' She still looked into the lighted bed-chamber, 
wondering what could happen next. Where had 
Launcelot Darreil gone, and what was he going to 
do with the keys ? She cyept along by the side of 
the house, past the window of the dressing-room, 
which was still dark, and stopped when she came 
to the window of the old man*s study. All 
the Windows upon this floor were in the same 
style — long French Windows, opening to the 
ground, and they were all sheltered by Veuetian 
shutters. The shutters of the study were 
closed, but the window was open, and through 



IN THE PSESENCB OF THB DEAD« 45 

the bars of the sliuttera Eleanor saw a faint 
glimmer of light. 

She drew the shutter nearest her a little waj 
open^ and looked into the room. The light that 
she had seeu came from a very small bull''s-eye 
lantem, which the Frenchpian held in his hand. 
He was standing over Launcelot Darrell^ who was 
on his knees before the lower half of an old- 
fashioned secrSiaire^ at which Mr. de Crespigny 
had been in the habit of writing^ and in which he 
had kept papers. 

The lower half of this secritaire contained a 
great many little drawers, which were closed in 
by a pair of inlaid ebony doors. The doors were 
open now^ and Launcelot Darrell was busy ex- 
amining the contents of the drawers one by one. 
His hands still trembled^ and he wen^ to work 
slowly and awkwardly. The Frenchman, whose 
nerves appeared in no way shaken, contrived to 
throw the light of the bull's-eye always upon the 
papers in the young man's hand. ' 

*' Have you found what you^ want ? ^* he 
asked. 

" No, there's nothing yet i nothing but old 
leasesj receipts, letters^ bills." 

''Be quick! Bemember we have to put the 
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keys back, and to ^t away. Have jqvl the otiier 
ready ? " 

Thcy spoke in idnspers, bnt their wliispers irere 
perhapei more distinct than tbeir ordinary tones 
wQuld have beea. Eleanor oould hear every word 
tfaey Said. 

Thane was a long pause^ dnring which Launcelot 
Darrell opened and sbnt several drawers^ takln g a 
hnrried survey of iheir Contents. Pi?esently he 
uttered a half-smothered cry, 

" You've got it? " «xckimed the Frenchman. 

'' Yes/' 

^^Put in tbe Substitute tken, and lock tbe 
cabinfit/' 

Launodbt I>arrell threw the doeument wbieh 
he had taken from the «drawer upon a ehair near 
him, and took another paper from bis pocket. 
He put ihis second paper in the place from which 
he had taken the first^ and then shut tbe drawer, 
and closed and loobed the deoi^s of the cabinet. 
He did all this in n^rous haste^ and neitiier he 
nor bis companion perceived that a third paper, 
very inuch like the first in shape amd size^ had 
fallen out of one of the dmwem and ^y upon the 
carpet before the cabinet. 



IN THE P££SENCE OF THE DEAD. 47 

Now, for the first time, Eleanor Monckton began 
to comprehend the nature of the conspiracy which 
she had witnessed. Launcelot Darreil and his 
accomplice had substituted a fictitious paper for 
the real "will signed by Maurice de Crespigny and 
witnessed by Gilbert Monckton and the lawyer's 
Clerk. The genuine document was that which 
Launcelot Darrell had flung upon the chair by the 
side of the secreiaire^ 



CHAPTER IV. 

A BRIEF TRIUMPH. 

Eleanor Monckton^s first Impulse was to rnsh 
into the room and denounce Launcelot Darrell in 
the presence of those who would be snre to come 
in answer to her call. He would be scarcelj 
likelj to find mucb mercy at the hands of his 
aunts : he would stand before them a detected 
wretch, capable of any crime, of any treachery, 
for the furtherance of his own interest. 

Sut a second impulse, as rapid as the first, 
restrained the impetuous girl. She wanted to 
know the end, she wanted to see what these two 
plotters would do next. Under the influence of 
her desire to rush into the room, she had moved 
forward a few paces, rustling the leaves about her 
as she stirred. The Frenchman's acute hearing 
had detected that rustling sound. 

"Quick, quick,*' he whispered; ''take the keys 
back, there is some one in the garden.*' 
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Launcelot Darrell had risen firom his knees. 
The door between the study and tlie dressing-room 
had been lefb ajar ; the young man pushed it open^ 
and hurried away with the keys in his hand. 
Victor Bourdon closed his lantern^ and came to 
the window. He thrust aside the Yenetian shut- 
ters, and stepped out into the garden. Eleanor 
crouched down with her back flat against the wall^ 
completely sheltered by the laureis. The French- 
man commenced his search amongst the bushes 
on the right of the window^ Eleanor's hiding-place 
was on the left. This gave her a momenfs 
breathing time. 

" The will ! '' she thought in that one moment, 
*' they have lefb the genuine will upon the chair 
by the cabinet. If I could get that ! *' 

The thought had flashed like lightning through 
her brain. Beckless in her excitement^ she rose 
firom her crouching position^ and slid rapidly 
and noiselessly across the threshold of the open 
window into the study, before Victor Sourdon 
had finished his examination of the shrubs on the 
right. 

Her excitement seemed to intensify every 
sense. The only light in the room was a faint 
ray which came across the small intermediate 
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Chamber frQm tlie open door of Maurice de 
Crespignjr^s bed-^room. This light was very little^ 
bttt the open door was opposite the cabinet^ and 
what light there was feil upon the \eiy spot 
towards which Eleanor^s dilated eyes looked. 
Sbe could see the outline of the paper on the 
ohair ; she could see the other paper on the floor^ 
faint and grej in the dim glimmer from the 
distant candles. 

She snatched the will from the chair^ and 
thrust it into the pocket of h^ dress ; she picked 
up the other paper from the floor, and placed it 
on the chair. Then, with her face and figure 
obscnred in the loose cloak that shrouded her^ she 
went back into the garden. 

As she drew back into the shdter of the laureis 
she feit a man's garments brushing against her 
own^ and a man's hot breath upon her check. 
The Frenchman had passed her so closely that it 
was almost impossible he could hare failed ta 
pereeive her presence : and yet he had seemed 
utterly unconscious of it. 

Launcelot Darrell came back to the study 
almost the moment afber Eleanor had leflt it. He 
was breathing quiokly, and stopped to wipe his 
forehead onee more with his handkerchief. 
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" Bourdon ! '^ he exclaimed^ in a loud whiqper^ 
" Bourdon^ where are you ?'' 

The Frenchman crossed the thteshold of the 
Window as the yonng man caUed to him. 

'^I have been on the look-out for spies/^ he 
said. 

" Have you seen any one?" 

'' No ; I fancy it was a false alarm." 

"Come, then/^ said Launcelot Darreil, "we 
have been lackier than I thought we shonld 
be." 

"Hadn't you better unlock that door before 
we leave ?'* asked Monsieur Bourdon, pointing to 
the door which communicated with the otber part 
of the house. Launcelot had locked it on first 
entering the study, and had thus secured himself 
from any surprise in that direction. Hie two men 
were going away when Monsieur Bourdon stopped 
suddenly. 

" You've forgotten something, my friend/' 
he whispered, laying his band on Laonoelot^s 
Shoulder. 

"What?'' 

"The will, the genuine will," answered the 
Eraoichman, pointing to the chair. " It would be 
a clever thing to leave that behind, eh I " 
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Launcelot started^ and put his band to liis 
forehead. 

"I must be mad/' he muttered; ''this busi- 
ness is too mucb for 1117 brain. Why did you 
lead me into it, Bourdon? Are you the Devil, 
that you must always prompt me to some new 
miscbief ?" 

" You shall ask me that next week, my friend, 
^hen you are the master of this house. Get that 
paper there, and come away: unless you want 
to stop tili your maiden aunts make their ap- 
pearance." 

Launcelot Darrell snatched up the paper which 
Eleanor had put upon the chair by the cabinet. 
He was going to thrust it into his breast-pocket^ 
when the Frenchman took it away from him. 

"You don't particularly want to keep that 
document; or to drop it anywhere about the 
garden ; do you ? We^U bum it, if it's all the 
same to you, and save them all trouble at — ^what 
you call your law court — Common doctors, Proc- 
tor's Commons, eh? " 

Monsieur Bourdon had put his bull's-eye lantern 
in his coat-pocket^ after looking for spies amongst 
the evergreens. He now produced a box of fusees, 
and setting one of them alight, watched it fizz 
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and sparkle for a moment^ and then held it 
beneath the corner of the document in liis left 
hand. 

The paper was slow to catcli fire^ and Monsieur 
Bourdon had occasion to liglit another fasee before 
he succeeded in doing more than scorching it. 
Bat it blazed up by-and-by^ and by the light of 
the blaze Eleanor Monckton saw the eager faces 
of the two men. Lanncelot Darrell's livid coun- 
tenance was almost like that of a man who looks 
on at an assassination. The commercial traveller 
watched the slow buming of the document with a 
smile upon his face — a smile of triumph^ as it 
seemed to Eleanor Monckton. 

" V'lä ! " he exclaimed, as the paper dropped^ a 
frail sheet of tinder^ from his hand, and fluttered 
slowly to the groond. " V^lä ! " he cried^ stamping 
upon the feathery grey ashes ; " so much for that ; 
and now our little scheme of to-night is safe^ I 
fancy, my friend.^' 

Launcelot Darrell drew a long breath. 

"Thank God it's over/' he muttered. "I 
wouldn^t go through this business again for twenty 
fortunes.^' 

Eleanor^ still crouching upon the damp grass 
close against the wall, waited for the two men to 
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go away. She waited^ with her hands clasped upon 
her heart ; thinking of her triumph. 

The yengeance had come at last. That which 
she had said to Kichard Thornton was abont to 
be fulfilled. The law of the land had no power 
to punish Launcelot Darrell for the cowardly 
and treacherous act that had led to an old man's 
most miserable death: bat the traitor had by 
a new crime placed himself at the mercy of the 
law. 

''The will he has placed in the cabinet is a 
forgcry/* she thonght; ''and I have the real will 
in my pocket. He cannot escape me now^ — 
he cannot escape me now ! His üate is in my 
hands/' 

The two men had walked past the laureis out 
on to the grass-plat. Eleanor rose from her 
crouching position^ rustling the branches as she 
did so. At the same moment she heard voices in 
the distance^ and saw a light gleaming through 
the leaves. 

One of the Toices that she had heard was her 
husband's. 

"So much the better," she thought. "I will 
teil him what Launcelot Darrell is. I will teil 
him to-night.'^ 
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The voices and the liglits came nearer, and she 
heard Gilbert Monckton say : 

^' Impossible, Miss Sarah. Why should my 
wife stop here? She must have gone back to 
ToUdale; and I have been unlucky enough to 
miss her on the way." 

The lawyer had scarcely spoken when, by the 
light of the lantern which he held, he saw 
Launcelot Darrell making oS into the shrubbery 
that surrounded the grass-plat. The young man 
had not succeeded in escaping from the open 
Space into this friendly shelter before Gilbert 
Monckton perceived him. Monsieur Bourdon, 
perhaps better accustomed to take to his heels, 
had been more fortunate^ and had plunged in 
amongst the evergreens at the first sound of the 
lawyer's voice. 

"Darrell!" cried Mr. Monckton, ''what in 
Heaven's name brings you here ? ^' 

The young man stood for a few moments, irre- 
solute, and suUen-looking. 

" Fve as good a right to be here as any one 
eise, I suppose," he said. " I heard of my uncle's 
death — and — and — I came to ascertain if there 
was any truth in the report. 

"You heard of my beloved uncle's death I" 
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cried Miss Sarah de Crespigny, peering sharply at 
her nephew &om under the shadow of a pent- 
house-like garden-hood^ in which she had invested 
herseif before venturing into the night-air. " How 
could 70U have heard of the sad event ? My sister 
and I gave special Orders that no report should go 
abroad until to-morrow morning/' 

Mr. Darreil did not care to say that one of the 
Woodlands servants was in his pay ; and that the 
same servant^ being no other than Brooks the 
gardener, had galloped over to Hazlewood^ to 
communicate the tidings of his master's death^ 
before starting for Windsor. 

" I did hear of it/' Launcelot said, *' and 
that's enongh. I came to ascertain if it wa» 
true,'* 

'^But you were going away from the house 
when I saw you!^' said Mr. Monckton^ rather 
suspiciously. 

" I "was not going away from the house^ for I 
had not been to the house/^ Launcelot answered 
in the same tone as before. 

He spake in a sulky grudging manner^ because 
he knew that he was telling a deliberate lie. He 
was a man who always did wrong acts under pro- 
test^ as being forced to do them by the injustice 
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of the World ; and held society responsible for all 
bis errors. 

" Have you seen my wife ?*^ Gilbert asked^ still 
suspiciously. 

" No. I have only this moment come. I have 
not seen anybody/^ 

" I must have missed her/' muttered the lawyer, 
with an anxious air. " I must have missed her 
between this and ToUdale. Nobody saw her leave 
the house. She went out without leaving any 
message^ and I guessed at once that she had come 
np here. It's very odd." 

" It is very odd ! '' Miss Sarah repeated^ with 
spiteful emphasis. " I must confess that for my 
own part I do not see what motive Mrs. Monckton 
could have had for rushing up here in the dead of 
the night/' 

The time which Miss Sarah de Crespigny spoke 
of as the dead of the night had been something 
between ten and eleven o'clock. It was now past 
eleven. 

The lawyer and Miss de Crespigny walked 
slowly along the gravelled pathway that led from 
the grass-plat and shrubbery to the other side of 
the house. Launcelot Darrell went with them, 
lounging by bis aunt's side, with bis head down. 
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and his hands in his pockets^ stopping now and 
then to kick the pebbles from his pathway. 

It was impossible to imagine anything more de- 
spicable than tbis young man's aspect. Hating 
himself for what he had done ; hating the man 
who had prompted him to do it ; angry against 
the very workings of Providence — since by his 
reasoning it was Providence, or his Destiny, or 
some power or other against which he had ample 
ground for rebellion, that had caused all the mis- 
chief and dishononr of his life — he went unwil- 
lingly to act out the part which he had taken 
upon himseif, and to do his best to throw Gilbert 
Monckton off the scent. 

Hia mind was too much diiturbed for him to 
be able clearly to realise the danger of his posi- 
tion. To have been seen there was ruin — ^per- 
haps ! If by-and-by any doubts should arise as 
to the validity of the will that would be found in 
Maurice de Crespigny's secritaire, would it not 
be remembered that he, Launcelot Darreil, had 
been seen lurking about the house on the night 
of the old man's death, and had been only able to 
give a very lame explanation of his motives for 
being there. He thought of this as he walked by 
his aunt's side. He thought of this, and began 
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to wonder if it miglit not be possible to undo what 
had been done? No, it was impossible. The 
crime had been committed. A step had been 
taken which coukL never be retraced, for Victor 
Bourdon had burned the real wül. 

^^Cupse his officiousness/^ thought the yonng 
man. ^^I could have undone it all but for 
that/' 

As the lawyer and his two companions reached 
the angle of the house on their way to the front 
entrance^ whence Mr. Monckton and Miss de 
Crespigny had come into the garden^ a dark 
figure shrouded in a loose cloak emerged from 
amidst the shrubs by the Windows of the dead 
man's apartments^ and approached them. 

^^ Who is that ? " cried the lawyer snddenly. 
His heart began to beat violently as he asked the 
question. Itwas quite a supererogatoryquestion; 
for he knew well enough that it was his wife who 
stood before him. 

^' It is I, Gilbert/^ Eleanor said quietly. 

" You here, Mrs. Monckton ! ^' exclaimed her 
husband^ in a harsh voice^ that seemed to ring 
through the air like the Vibration of metal that 
has been Struck^ — '^you here, hiding in this 
shrnbbery ! *' 
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"Yes,I came here — how long ago, Miss Sarali? 
It seems half a Century to me." 

'^You came here exactly twenty minutes ago, 
Mrs. Monckton/' Miss de Crespigny answered 
icily. 

"And by a really remarkable coincidence/' 
cried Gilbert Monckton, in the same unnatural 
voice- in which he had spoken before, '^Mr. 
Darrell happens to be here too : only I must do 
you the justice to say, Mrs. Monckton, that you 
appear less discomposed than the gentleman. 
Ladies always have the advantage of us ; they can 
carry off these things so easily; deception seems 
to come natural to them/' 

"Deception ! " repeated Eleanor. 

What did he mean ? Why was he angry with 
her ? She wondered at his manner as she walked 
with him to the house. No suspicion of the real 
nature of her husband's feelings entered her 
znind. The absorbing idea of her life was the 
desire to punish her father's destroyer ; and how 
could she imagine that her husband was tor- 
tured by jealous suspicions of this man : of this 
man, who of all the living creatures upon the 
earth was most hatefal to her? How could 
she, — knowing her own feelings, and taking 
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it for granted tliat these feelings were more 
or less obvious to otlier people, — how coiüd 
she imagine the state of Gilbert Monckton's 
mind. 

She went into the hall with her husband^ fol- 
lowed by Miss Sarah de Crespigny and Launcelot 
Darrell^ and from the hall into the sitting-room 
nsually oecupied by the two ladies. A lamp 
burned brightly upon the centre table^ and Miss 
Lavinia de Crespigny sat near it j with some de- 
Totional book in her hand. I think she tried her 
best to be devont^ and to employ herseif with 
serious reäections upon the dread event that had 
so lately happened; bat the fatal power of the 
old man's wealth was strenger than any hoher 
inäuence^ and I fear that Miss Lavinia's thoughts 
very oflen wandered away from the page on which 
her eyes were fixed^ into sundry intricate calcu- 
lations of the cumulative interest upon Exchequer 
bills, India five per cents.^ and Great Western 
Railway shares. 

''I must have an explanation of this business/' 
Mr. Monckton said : '' it is time that we should 
all understand eaeh other. There has been too 
much mystification^ and I am most heartily tired 
of it.'' 
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He tfalked to the fireplace and leaned his 
elbow upon the marble chimney-piece. Prom this 
Position he commanded a view of every one in the 
room. Launcelot Darrell flung himself into a 
chair by the table^ nearly opposite his aont 
Lavinia. He did not trouble himself to notice 
this lady, nor did he bow to Eleanor; he sat with 
his elbow resting upon the arm of his chair^ his 
chin in the palm of his hand^ and he employed 
himself by biting his nails and beating his heel 
upon the carpet. He was still thinking as he had 
thought in the garden^ "If I could only undo 
what I have done. If I could only undo the work 
of the last quarter of an hour^ and stand right 
with the World again/' 

But in this intense desire that had taken pos- 
session of Launcelot DarrelPs mind there was 
mingled no regretful horror of the wickedness of 
what he had done; no remorseful sense of the 
great injustice whieh he had plotted ; no wish to 
atone or to restore. It was selfishness alone that 
influeneed his every thought. He wanted to put 
himself nght. He hated this new position^ which 
for the last few minutes he had occupied fbr the 
first time in his life; the position of a deliberate 
criminal; amenable to the laws by which the com* 
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monest felons are tried, likely to suffer aa the 
commonest felons suffer. 

It seemed to him as if his braia had been para- 
lysed until now ; it seemed to him as if he had 
acted in a Stupor or a dream; and that he now for 
the first time comprehended the nature of the 
deed which he had done^ and was able to foresee 
the possible consequences of his own act. 

" I have committed forgery," he thought. " If 
my crime is discovered I shall be sent to Bermuda 
to work amongst gangs of murderous ruffians tili 
I drop down dead. If my crime is discovered ! 
How shall I ever be safe from discovery, when I 
am at the mercy of the wretches who helped me/' 

Eleanor threw off her cloak, but she refused to 
sit down in the chair which Miss Sarah offered 
her. She stood divided by the width of half the 
room from her husband, with her face fronting 
his, in the fuU glare of the lamplight. Her large 
grey eyes were bright'with excitement, her cheeks 
were flushed, her hair feil loosely about her face, 
brown in the shadow, and ghttering like ruddy 
gold in the light. 

In all thß beauty of her girlhood, from the 
hour in which Gilbert Monckton had first seen 
her until to-night, she had never looked so 
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beautiful as she looked now. The sense that 
slie had triumplied^ the thouglit that she held the 
power to avenge her father's death^ lent an un- 
natural brilliancy to her loveliness. She was no 
longer an ordinary womau, only gifted with the 
earthly charms of lovely womanhood : she was a 
splendid Nemesis^ radiant with a süpernatural 
beauty. 



CHAPTER V. 

LOST. 

^'You asked me why I came here to-night," 
ahe said^ looking at her husband. ^'I will teil 
you, Gilbert: but I must teil you a long story 
first, almost all the story of my life." 

Her Yoice^ resonant and musical^ roused 
Launcelot Darrell from bis gloomy abstraction. 
He looked up at Eleanor^ and for tbe first time 
began to wonder bow and why she bad come 
there. They bad met her in tbe garden. Why 
bad sbe been tbere? Wbat bad sbe been doing 
tbere ? Could it be possible tbat sbe bad played 
tbe spy upon bim? No ! Surely tbere could be 
no fear of tbat ? Wbat reason sbould she bave 
for suspecting or watebing bim? That terror 
was too cowardly, too absurd^ he thought; but 
such foolish and unnecessary fears would be tbe 
perpetual torment of bis life henceforward. 

" You remember^ Gilbert/' Eleanor continued, 

YOL. III. ~9 
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" that when I promised to be your wife, I told 
you my real name^ and asked you to keep that 
name a secret from the people in this house ; and 
from Launcelot Darreil/' 

" Yes/' answered Mr. Monckton, "I remember.'' 

Even in the midst of the tortures which arose 
ont of his jealonsy and snspicion^ and which to- 
night had reached their climax^ and had taken 
entire possession of the lawyer's mind^ there was 
some half-doubtfiil feeling of wonder at Eleanor's 
Cfäm and «elf-assured masmer. 

And yet she was deceiving him. He knew 
that. He had long ago determined that this 
seeond hasard of his life was to result in igno- 
minious failnre^ like the ürst. He had been 
äeceived before ; gnlled, hoodwinked, fooled, 
jilted : and the traitress had smiled in his face^ 
witJx the innocent smile of a gnileless child. 
Eleanor was perhaps even more skilled in treadierT 
than that first traitress ; bnt that was all. 

*'I will not be deluded by her again/' he 
thonght^ as he looked gloomily at the beantiful 
face opposite to him : " nothing she can say shall 
make me her dupe again." 

" Shall I teil you why I asked yon to keep l3iBt 
secret for me, Gilbert ? " continaed Eleanor ; " I 
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did so because I had a motive for Coming back to 
the neighbourhood of this place. A motive tbat 
was stronger than my love for yoa — ^tbough I did 
love jovLj Gilbert, better than I tboiight; if I 
thongfat at all of anytlung except that other 
motive wbich was the one purpose of my h£e" 

Mr. Monckton's upper lip curled soornfully. 
Love Mm I That was too poor a fancy. What 
bad be ever been but a dupe and a cat^s^paw for 
a fedse woman; fooled and cbeated many years 
ago in bis early manboodj fooled and cbeated 
to«day in bis pnme of life. He sndled con^ 
temptuously at tbe tbonght of bis own folly. 

'^Lanncelot Darrell/' oried Eleanor, suddenly^ 
in an altered voice^ '^ shall I teil you why I was 
so eager to come back to this neighbourhood? 
Shall I teil yon why I wanted the secret of my 
name kept f rom you and from your kindred ? '* 

The yonng man lifted bis bead and looked at: 
Eleanor. Wonder and terror were both expressed 
in bis oountenance. He wondered why Gilbert. 
Monckton^s wife addressed bim with such eamest* 
ness. He was afraid without knowing what he 
feared. 

^^I don^t know what you mean, Mrs. Monck« 
ixm" he faltered. ''What could I have to do 
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with your false name^ — or your Coming back to 
this place ? '^ 

" EvERYTHiNG ! " cricd Elcaiior : " it was to be 
uear you that I came back here/' 

'*I tbought as much,^' muttered the lawyer, 
under bis breath. 

^'It was to be near you tbat I came back/' 
Eleanor repeated, " it was to be near you, 
Launcelot Darrell^ that I was so eager to come 
back : so eager, that I would have stooped to any 
stratagem, encountered any risk, if by so doing I 
could have hastened my return. It was for this 
that I took the most solemn step a woman can 
take, without stopping to think of its solemnity. 
It was to deceive you that I kept my name a 
Beeret. It was to denounce you as the wretch 
who cheated a helpless old man out of the money 
that was not his own, and thus drove him to a 
shameful and a sinful death, that I came here. I 
have watched and waited long for this moment. 
It has come at last. Thank Heaven, it has come 
at last ! '' 

Launcelot Darrell rose suddenly from his chair. 
His white face was still turned towards Eleanor ; 
his eyes were fixed in a stare of horror. At first, 
perhaps, he contemplated rushing out of the 
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room^ and getting away from this woman^ who 
Lad recalied tlie sin of the past^ at a moment 
when bis brain was maddened by the crime of the 
present. But he stopped, fascinated by some 
irresistible power in the beautiful face before him. 
Eleanor stood between the coward and the door. 
He could not pass her. 

" You know who I am now, Launcelot Darreil, 
and you know how much mercy you can expect 
from me," this girl continued, in the clear, 
ringing Toice in which she had first addressed her 
enemy. ^^ You remember the eleventh of August. 
You remember the night upon which you met my 
father upon the Boulevard. I stood by his side 
upon that night. I was hanging upon his arm, 
when you and your vile associate tempted him 
away from me, Heaven knows how dearly I 
loTcd him ; Heaven knows how happily I looked 
forward to a life in which I might be with him 
and work for him. Heaven only knows how 
happily that bright dream might have been 
realised — but for you — but for you. May an old 
man^s sin rest upon your head. May a daughter's 
blighted hope rest upon your head. You can 
guess now why I am here to-night, and what I 
have been doing; and you can guess, perhaps> 
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wliat mercy you hxve to expect firom George 
Vane'a daughter/' 

*' George Vane's daughter ! *' 

Sarah and Lavinia de Crespigny ISfted up their 
hands and eyes in mute dismay. Was this 
woman, this viper, who had gained aocess to the 
very heart of the citadel which they had guarded 
so jealously, the very Creatore who of all others 
they would have kept remote £rom the dead man? 

No ! it was impossible. Neither of Maurice de 
Crespigny's nieces had ever heard of the birth of 
George Yane's youngest cfiild. The old man had 
received tidings of the little girPs advent in a 
letter sent by stealth, and had kept the intelC- 
gence a secret. 

'^It is too absurd \" Miss Lavinia exclaimed; 
*' George Vane's youngest daughter is Hortensia 
Bannister^ and she must be at least five-and-thirty 
years of age/' 

Launcelot Darrell knew better than this. He 
could recall a dismal scene that had occurred in 
the pale grey light of an August moming. He 
could remember a white-haired old man^ sitting 
amidst the sordid splendour of a second-rate 
coflTee-house, crying about his youngest daughter, 
and bewailing the loss of the money that was to 
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have paid for his darUng's edacatian; a wreteked,, 
broken-hearted old man, wk> had held Ms trem- 
bÜBg haads sHoü, asid cursed the wretck wka had 
ckealed hixn. 

He could see the figure now, witk the sbakiitg 
hands liflbed high. He CQuld see the wrinUed 
face^ very old and worn^ m that gJtej, morning 
light^ and tears streajoiiig £rom the faded blue 
eyes. He had lived mxder the ahadow of that 
curse ever since^ and it aeemed asif it was Coming 
home to him to-night. 

*^I am Eleanor Vane/' Gilbert Monckton^s wife 
Said, in answer to Miss Lavinia» '^ I am Hortensia 
Bannister^s half-sister. It was because of her 
foolish pride that I came to Hazlewood under a 
false name. It was in order to be revenged upon 
Lanncelot Darrell that I have since kept mj real 
name a secret/' 

Eleanor Vane ! Eleanor Vane ! Could it be 
true ? Of all whom Lanncelot Darrell had reason 
to fear^ this Eleanor Vane was the most to be 
dreaded. If he had never wronged her father, 
even if he had not been indirectly the cause of 
the old man's death, he would stiU have had reason 
to fear Eleanor Vane. He knew what that reason 
was, and he dropped back into his chair^ livid and 
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trembling^ as he had trembied when he stole the 
keys from his dead uncle's bedside. 

'* Maurice de Crespigny and my father were 
bosom friends/' continued Eleanor. Her voice 
changed as she spoke of her father^ and the light 
in her face faded as a tender shadow stole over 
her countenance. She could not mention her 
father's name without tendemess, speak of him 
when or where she might. "They were bosom 
friends, everybody here knows that ; and my poor 
dear father had a foolish fancy that if Mr. de 
Crespigny died before him, he would inherit this 
house and estate, and that he would be rieh once 
more, and that we, should be very happy together. 
I never thought thät/^ 

Launcelot Darrell looked up with a stränge, 
eager glance, but said nothing. The sisters, how- 
ever, could not suffer Eleanor's words to pass 
without remark. 

" You never thought that ; oh dear no, I dare 
say not" Miss Lavinia observed. 

*^0f course you never entered this house with 
any mercenary ideas upon the subject of my dear 
uncle's will/' Miss Sarah exclaimed, with biting 
irony. 

" I never built any hope upon my dear father^s 
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fancy/' resumed Eleanor, so indififerent to the 
remarks of the two ladies that it seemed as if 
they had been lulheard by her ; " but I humoured 
it as I would have humoured any fancy of his^ 
however foolish. Sut after his death I remembered 
that Mr. de Crespigny had been his friend^ and I 
only waited to convince myself of that man's 
guilt " — she pointed to Launcelot Darreil as she 
spoke — ^*before I denounced him to his great- 
uncle. I thought that my father's old friend 
would listen to me^ and knowing what had been 
done^ would never let a traitor inherit his wealth, 
I thought that by this means I should be revenged 
upon the man who caused my father's death. I 
heard to-day that Mr. de Crespigny had not long 
to live ; and when I came here to-night I came 
with the Intention of tellinghim the real character 
of the man who was pcrhaps to inherit his for- 
tune.^^ 

The maiden ladies looked at eaeh other. It 
woidd not have been a bad thing^ perhaps^ after 
all, if Eleanor had arrived in time to see the dying 
man. It was a pity that Maurice de Crespigny 
should have died in ignorance of his nephew's 
character, when there was just a chance that he 
might have left a will in that nephew's favour. 
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But on the other hand, Greorge Yane^» daughter 
was even a more formidable person than Launcelot. 
Who could teil how she might liave contriyed to 
tamper with the old man ? 

^^ I have no doubt you wislied to denonnce Mr. 
Darrell ; and to denounce üb, too^ for the matter 
of that^ I dare say/^ observed Miss Sarahs '^ in 
Order that you yonrself might profit by my imcle'a 
will." 

" I profit V cried Eleanor ; " what should I 
want with the poorold man's money P'' 

^* My wife is rieh enough to be aboTe any sus- 
picion of that kind, Miss de Crespigny/' Gilbert 
Monckton said^ proudly. 

" I came too laie" Eleanor said ; " I came too 
late to see my father's friend^ but not too late for 
what I have so long prayed for — revenge upon my 
father's destroyer. Look at your sister's son^ 
Miss de Crespigny. Look at him^ Miss Lavinia; 
you have good reason to be proud of him. He 
has been a liar and a traitor from first to last ; 
and to-night he has advaneed from treachery to 
crime. The law could not puuish him for the 
cruelty that killed a helpless old man : the law 
can punish him for that which he has done to- 
night^ for he has committed a crime.^ 
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'' A crime \" 

'^ Yes. He has crept like a thief into the house 
in which his iincle lies dead^ and has introduced 
some document — a will of his own fabrication^ no 
doubt — in tbe place of the genuine will left in 
Mr. de Crespigny's private secritaire" 

"How do you know this, Eleanor?" cried 
Gilbert Monckton. 

^' I know it because I was outside the window 
of the study when he changed the papers in the 
cabinet^ and because I have the real will in my 
possession.^' 

*' It is a lie !" shouted Launcelot Darreil, 
starting to his feet, "a damnable lie, the real 
will " 

" Was burnt, as you think, Mr. Darreil ; but 
you are mistaken. The document which your 
friend Monsieur Victor Bourdon bumt was a 
paper which you dropped out of the secrefaire 
while you were searching for the will." 

''And where is the genuine document, Eleanor? " 
Gilbert asked. 

*' Here/' answered his wife, triumphantly . 

She put her hand into her pocket. It was 
empty. The will was gone. 



CHAPTER VI. 

AT S£A. 

The will was gone. Eleanor tried to tliink 
how or where she could have lost it. It might 
have dropped from her pocket^ perliaps. That 
was the only Solution of the mystery that pre- 
sented itself to her mind. The open pocket of 
her dress might have been caught by one of the 
laurel boughs as she crouched upon the ground, 
and when she rose the paper had dropped out. 
There was no other way in which she could have 
lost it. She had been so absorbed in the watch 
she had kept on Launcelot Darrell^ as to forget 
the value of the document which she had thrust 
carelessly into her pocket. Her father*s letter 
and Launcelot Darrell's sketch were still safe in 
the bosom of her dress ; but the will, the genuine 
will, in place of which the young man had intro- 
duced some fabrication of his own, was gone. 

" Let me see this will, Eleanor/' Gilbert 
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Monckton said^ advancing to his wife. Although 
slie had been the most skilful actress^ the most 
accomplished deceiver amongst all womankind, 
her conduct to-night could not be all acting^ it 
could not be all deception. She did not love him : 
sbe had confessed tbat^ very plainly. She did not 
loTe him ; and she had ohly married him in order 
to serve a purpose of her own. But then^ on the 
other hand^ if her passionate words were to be 
believed in^ she did not love Launcelot Darrell. 
There was some comfort in that. '' Let me see 
the willj Eleanor^'^ he repeated^ as his wife stared 
at him blankly, in the first shock of her discovery. 

" I can't find it," she said, hopelessly. " It*s 
gone ; it's lost. Oh, for pity^s sake, go out into 
the garden and look for it. I must have dropped 
it amongst the evergreens outside Mr. de Cres- 
pigny's rooms. Pray go and look for it." 

" I will/^ the lawyer said, taking up his hat and 
Walking towards the door of the room. 

But Miss Lavinia de Crespigny stopped him. 

" No, Mr. Monckton," she said ; ^' pray don^t 
go out into the night air. Parker is the proper 
person to look for this document." 

She rang the bell, which was answered by the 
cid butler. 
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'' Has Brooks come back from Windsor? " slie 
asked. 

" No, iniss, not jeL." 

" A paper has been dropped in tlie garden, 
Paiker^ somewliere amon^t the evergreens^ out- 
side mj nncle^s room^. Will you take a lantem, 
and go and look for it ? " 

^' DeBT, dear ! '^ exclaimed Miss Sarahs " Brooks 
has been a very long time going from here to 
Windsor and back again. I urish Mr. Lawford's 
Clerk were come. The place would be taken 
care of Üien^ and we dboidd have no further 
anxiety. 

The lady looked suspicionsly from her nephew 
to Eleanor^ and from Eleanor to Gilbert Monck- 
ton. She did not know whom to triist^ or whom 
most to fear. Launcelot Darreil sat before her^ 
biting savagely at bis nails^ and ^th his head 
bent upon bis breast. Eleanor had sunk into the 
chair nearest her^ utterly dumbfonnded by the 
loss of the wiH. 

" You need not fear that we shall long intrude 
npon you, Miss de Crespigny/* Gilbert Monckton 
Said. " My wife has made an aocusation against 
a person in this room. It is only right, in your 
interest, and for the justification of her truth and 
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honour, that tliis business should be investigated 
— ^and immediately/' 

'' The will must be fonnd,*' Eleanor cried ; 
" it mttgt have fallen from mj pocket in the 
shnibbenr.** 

Laimcelot Darrell said nothing. He waited 
the issne of the search that was being made. If 
the will was found^ he was prepared to repndiate 
it; for there was no other course left to him. 
He hated this woman^ who had suddenly aiisen 
befbre him as an «nemy and denoimoer; who had 
reoaUed to him the bitter memory of his first 
greot dishonoor^ and who had detected him in the 
commission of his first crime. He hated Eleanor^ 
and was ready to sacrifice her to his own safety. 

He lifted his head^ presently, and looked about 
him with a soomful langh. 

'' Is this a farce^ or a conspiracy^ Mrs. Monck- 
ton ? " he asked. " Do you expeot to invalidate 
my great-uncle's genuine will — wherever that 
will may happen to be fonnd— by the production 
of Bome docoment dropped by yon in the garden^ 
and which has^ yery likely^ never been inside 
this honse^ mnch less in my uncle's possession f 
Yon snrely don't expect any one to believe your 
pretty, romantic story^ of a suicide in Paris^ and 
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a midnight scene atrWoodlahda ? It would be an 
excellent paragraph for a hard-up penny-a-liner, 
but, really, for any otherpurpose — ^" 

" Take care, Mr. Darrell," Gilbert Monckton 
Said quietly, " you will gain nothing by in solence. 
If I do not resent your impertinence to my wife, 
it is because I begin to believe that you are so 
despicable a scoundrel as to be] unworthy of an 
honest man's anger. You had much better hold 
your tongue." 

There was no particular eloquence in these last 
few words, but there was something in the lawyer's 
tone that eflfectually silenced Launcelot Darreil. 
Mr. Monckton's cane lay npon a chair by the fire- 
place^ and while speaking he had set down his hat, 
and taken up the cane ; unconsciously, perhaps ; 
but the movement had not escaped the guilty 
man's furtive glance. He kept silence ; and with 
his face darkened by a gloomy scowl, still sat 
biting his nails. The will would be found. The 
genuine document would be compared with the 
fabrication he had placed amongst his great-uncle^s 
papers, and perpetual shame, punishment, and 
miser}' would be his lot. What he suffered to- 
night, sitting amongst these people, not one of 
whom he could count as a friend^ was only a fore- 
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taste of wbat he would have to suffer by-and-by 
in a criminal dock. 

For some time there was silenoe in tbe room. 
The two sisters^ anxious and perplexed^ looked 
almost despairingly at each other^ fearfol that at 
the end of all this business they would be the suf- 
ferers; cheated^ in their helplessness^ either by 
George Vane's daughter or by Launcelot DarreU. 
Eleanor, exhansted by her own excitement^ sat 
with her eyes fixed npon the door^ waiting for the 
Coming of the old butler. 

More than a^ quarter of an hour passed in this 
way. Then the door opened^ and Mr. Parker made 
his appearance. 

" You haye found it ! " cried Eleanor^ starting 
to her feet. 

"No, ma'am. No, Miss Lavinia/' added the 
butler. " I have searched every inch of the 
garding; and there is nothink in the shape of a 
paper to be found. The housemaid was with me> 
and she searched likewise." 

*' It must be in the garden/' exclaimed Eleanor, 
*'it must be there — unless it has been blown 
away." 

"There's not wind enough for that, ma'am. 
The s'rubberies are 'igh, and it would take a 

YOL. III. 
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deal of wind to blow a paper across the tops of 
the trees/' 

" A.nd youVe searched the gronnd under the 
trees?^^ asked Mr. Monckton. 

" Yes, sir. We've searched erery wtere ; me and 
the ^ousemaid.'^ 

Launcelot Barrell burst into a loud laugh^ an 
insolent^ strident laugh. 

" Why, I thought as much/' he cried ; " the 
whole story is a farce. I beg your pardon^ Mr. 
Monckton^ for calling it a conspiracy . It is merely 
a slight hallucination of your wife*s ; and I dare 
say she is as much George Yane's danghter as I am 
the fabricator of a forged will." 

Mr. DarrelFs triamph had made him foolhardy. 
In the next moment Gilbert Monckton*s hand was 
on the collar of his coat, and the cane nplifted 
above his Shoulders. 

^^Oh my goodness me!'^ shrieked Sarah de 
Crespigny, with a dismal wail, " therell be murder 
done presently. Oh^ this is too dreadful; in the 
dead of the night, too/' 

But before any härm could happen to Launcelot 
Darrell, Eleanor clung about her husband's up- 
raised arm. 

"What you said just now was the truth, 
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Gilbert/' she cned, " he is not worthy otit; he is 
not^ indeed. He is beneath an honest man*s 
anger. Let him alotie; for mj sake let him alone. 
Betribution must come upon him sooner or later« 
I thought it had come to-night^ but there has 
been witchcraft in all this business. I can*t uuder« 
stand it.'' 

" Stay, Eleanor," said Gilbert Monckton, putting 
down his cane, and turning away from Lanncelot 
Darrell as he might haye tumed from a mongrel 
cur that he had been dissuaded from punishing : 
" This last will — ^what was the wording of it — to 
whom did it leave the fortune ? " 

Launcelot Darrell looked up eagerly, breath- 
lessly waiting for Eleanor's answer. 

" I don't know/' she said. 

" What, have you forgotten? " 

^'No^ I never knew anything about the con-> 
tents of the will. I had no opportunity of 
looking at it. I took it from the chair on whieh 
Launcelot Darrell threw it» and put it in my 
pocket. From that moment to this I have never 
seen it." 

" How do you know, then» that it was a will ? " 
asked Gilbert Monckton. 

'^Secause I heard Launcelot Darrell and 

2 
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bis companion speak of it as the genuine 

will/' 

« 

The yonng man seemed infinitely relieved by the 
knowledge of Eleanor's ignorance. 

" Come^ Mr. Monckton," he said, with an air of 
injured innocence^ " you have been very anxious 
to investigate the grounds of your wife's accusa- 
tion, and have been very ready to believe in a 
most absurd story. You have even gone so far as 
to wish to execute summary vengeance upon me 
with a walking-stick. I think it's my turn now 
to ask a few questions." 

" You can ask as many as your please/' answered 
the lawyer. 

His mind was bewildered by what had hap- 
pened. Eleanor's earnestness^ which had seemed 
so real^ had all ended in nothing. How if it was 
all acting; how if some darker mystery lurked 
beneath all this tumult of accusation and denial ? 
The canker of suspicion, engendered by one 
woman's treachery, had taken deep root in Gilbert 
Monckton's breast. He had lost one of the purest 
and highest gifts of a noble nature : the power to 
trust. 

" Very well, then," said Launcelot Darrell, 
tuming to Eleanor: "perhaps you will teil me 
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how I contrived to open tliis cabinet^ out of which 
you say I stole one document, and into which you 
declare I introduced another ? ** 

" You took the keys from Mr. de Crespigny's 
room." 

" Indeed ! But is there no one keeping watch 
in that room ? " 

*'Yes/' cried Miss Sarah, " Jepcott is there. 
Jepcott has been there ever since my beloved uncle 
expired. Nothing has been disturbed, and Jepcott 
has had the care of the room. We could trust 
Jepcott with untold gold." 

" Yes," said Miss Lavinia, " with untold gold.** 

*'But she was asleep!^' cried Eleanor, "the 
woman was asleep when that man went into the 



room." 



" Asleep ! " exclaimed Miss Sarah ; " oh, surely 
not. Surely Jepcott would not deceive us; I can't 
think that of her. The very last words I said to 
her were, ' Jepcott, do you feel at all sleepy ? If 
you feel in the least degree sleepy, have the house- 
maid to sit with you — make assurance doubly 
sure, and have the housemaid!' 'No, Miss,' 
Jepcott said, 'I never feit more wakeful in my 
life, and as to the girl, she's a poor, frightened 
silly, and I don't think you could induce her to go 
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iato master^s room^ thougli you were to offer her a 
five-pöund note for doing it/ And if Jepoott 
went to sleep after this, knowing that everything 
was left about just as it was when my uncle died, 
it was really too bad of her." 

'' Send for Mrs. Jepcott/' said Launcelot 
Darreil ; " let us hear what she has to say about 
this very. probable story of my stealing my great- 
tmcle's keys.'' 

Miss Lavinia de Crespigny rang the bell, which 
was answered by Mr. Parker, who, thongh nsually 
slow to respond to any summons, was wondcrfully 
prompt in his attendance this evening. 

" Teil Mrs. Jepoott to come here," said Miss 
Lavinia, " I want to speak to her.^' 

The butler departed upon this errand, and agfdn 
there was a silent pause, which seemed a very 
long one, but which only extended over five 
minutes. At the end of that time Mrs. Jepcott 
appeared. She was a respectable looking woman, 
prim, and rather grim in appearance. She had 
been in the dead man^'s service for five-and-thirty 
years, and was about fiifibeen years older tban the 
Misses de Crespigny, whom she always spoke of 
as *'the jroung ladies/' 

'' Jepcott," said Miss Sarah, *' I want to know 
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whether anybody whatever, except yourself, has 
entered Mr. de Crespigny's room siace you have 
been placed in cliarge of it ? " 

"Oh, dear no, miss/' answered the house- 
keqper, promptly, " certainly not/' 

*' Are you sure of that, Jepcott ? " 

" Quite sure, miss, as sure as I am that I am 
Standing here tHis moment/' 

" You speak very confidently, Jepcott, but this 
is really a most serious business. I am told that 
you have been asleep." 

"Asleep, Miss de Crespigny! Oh, dear, who 
could say anything of the kind ? Who could be 
so wicked as to teil such a story ? " 

"You are certain that you have not been 
asleep?" 

"Yes, miss, qtdte certain. I closed my eyes 
sometimes, for my sight is weak, as you know, 
miss, and the light dazzled me, and made my 
eyes ache. I dose my eyes generally when I sit 
down of an evening, for my sight doesn't allow 
me to do needkwork by candlelight, neither to 
read a newspapar; and I may have closed my 
eyes to-night, but I didn*t go to sk^, miss, oh 
dear no ; I was too nervous and anxious for that, 
a great deal; besides, I am not a good sleeper at 
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any time, and so I should have heard if a mouse 
had stirred in the room.'^ 

" You didn't hear me come into tlie room, did 
you Mrs. Jepcott ? " asked Lanncelot Darreil. 

" You, Mr. Darrell ? Oh, dear, no ; neither 
you nor anybody eise, sir." 

'' And you don^t think that I could have come 
into the room without your knowing it? You 
don't think I could have come in while you were 
asleep ? ^' 

" But I wasnt asleep, Mr. Darrell ; and as for 
you or anybody comin' in without my hearin' *em 
— why I heard every leaf that stirred outside the 
Windows.'' 

" I fear that at least this part of your charge 
must drop to the ground, Mrs. Monckton," 
Launcelot Darrell said, scornfully. 

"Jepcott," said Miss Lavinia de Crespigny, 
" go back and see if my uncle's keys are safe.'' 

*^ Yes, do, Mrs. Jepcott/^ exclaimed Launcelot 
Darrell ; *' and be sure you take notice whether 
they have been disturbed since your master died." 

The housekeeper left the room, and returned 
after about three minutes* absence. 

"The keys are quite safe, Miss Lavinia," she 
said. 
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'' And they haye not been disturbed ? " asked 
Launcelot. 

'^ No, Mr. Darrell, they haven't been moved a 
quarter of an inch. They're lyin' just where they 
lay when my poor master died^ half liid under a 
pocket-Handkerchief/' 

Launcelot Darrell drew a long breath. How 
wonderfully these foolisb women had played into 
bis bands^ and belped bim to escape. 

" Tbat will do, Jepcott/' said Miss Sarab, '' you 
may go now. Bemember tbat you are respon- 
sible for everytbing in my uncle's room until tbe 
arrival of Mr. Lawford's clerk. It would bave 
been a very bad business for you if Mr. de Cres- 
pigny's keys bad been tampered witb.'^ 

Mrs. Jepcott looked ratber alarmed at tbis re- 
mark^ and retired witbout delay. Sappose sbe 
bad been asleep^ after all^ for five minutes or so^ 
and some misebief bad arisen out of it^ wbat 
migbt not her punishment be. Sbe had a very 
vague idea of the power of tbe law^ and did not 
know what penalties sbe migbt have ineurred by 
five minutes' unconscious dose. Tbis honest 
woman had been in the habit of spending the 
evening in a series of intermittent naps for the 
last ten years, and had no idea tbat while closing 
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her eyes to shade them from the glare of tbe 
light^ slie often slumbered soundly for an hour at 
a Stretch. 

''Well, Mrs. Monckton," Launcelot Darrell 
Said, when the hous^eeper had left the room, 
'* I suppose now you are convinoed that all this 
mid-winter night's dream is ä mere halladnation 
of your own ? " 

Eleanor lodced at him with a contemptuous 
smile, whose open soorn was not the least painfal 
tortare he had been obliged to bear that night. 

*'Do not speak to me,'* she said; "remember 
who I am; and let that memory keep you 
silent." 

The door-bell rang loudly as Eleanor finished 
speaking, 

''Thank heaven!'' exclaimed Miss de Cres- 
pigny, ''Mr. Lawford's derk has come at last. 
He will take charge of everything, and if any- 
body has tampered with my unde's papers/' she 
added, looking first at Laancelot and then at 
Eleanor, " I have no doubt that he will find out 
all about it. We are poor unprotected women, 
but I dare say we shall find those who will be 
able to defend our rights.'^ 

"I don^t think we have anyoecasioa to stop 
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here," said Mr. Monckton; ''are you ready to 
come Home^ Eleanor ? " 

" Qaite.ready," his wife answered. 

" You have nothing more to say ? *' 

"Nothing/^ 

" Put on your cloak, then, and come. Good- 
night, Miss de Crespigny. Good-night^ Miss 
Lavinia.'^ 

Mr. Lawfbrd's clerk came in while Gilbert 
Monckton and kis wife were ]eaving tke room. 
Hc was the same old man whom Bichard Thornton 
had Seen at Windsor. Eleanor perceived that 
tkis man was surprised to see Launeelot Darreil. 
He staited^ and looked at tbe artist with- a half- 
fnghtened^ half-inquiriag glance ; but the young 
man did not retum the look. 



CHAPTER VII. 
laüra's troubles. • 

Gilbert Monckton ofifered Eleanor his arm as 
they went out of the hall and down the steps 
before the front entranpe. 

^' I would have got a cpnveyance for you if it 
had been possible^ Eleanor/' he said ; " but of 
course at this time of night that is utterly out of 
the question. Do you think that you can manage 
the walk home ? " 

" Oh, yes ; very well indeed." 

She sighed as she spoke. She feit completely 
baffled by what had oecurred; terribly prostrated 
by the defeat which had befallen her. There was 
no hope, then. This base and treacherous man 
was always to triumph : however wicked, however 
crimiaal. 

" Is it very late ? " she asked, presently. 

" Yes, very late — ^past one o*clock." 

The husband and wife walked homewards in 
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silence. The road seemed even drearier than 
before to Eleanor, tbough this time she had a 
companion in her dismal joumey. But this time 
despair was gnawing at her breast ; she had been 
supported before by excitement^ buoyed up by 
hope. 

They reached Tolldale «t last. The butler ad- 
mitted them. He had sent all the other servant» 
to bed^ and had sat np alone to reeeive his master. 
Even upon this night of bewilderment Gilbert 
Monckton endeavoured to keep up appearances. 

" We have been to Woodlands/' he said to the 
old servant, " Mr. de Crespigny is dead." 

He had no doubt that his own and his wife's 
absence had given rise to wonderment ia the quiet 
household ; and he thought by this means to set 
all curiosity at rest. Bat the drawing-room door 
opened while he was speaking, and Laura rushed 
into the hall. 

" Oh, my goodness gracious," she exclaimed, 
" here you are at last. What I have suflfered 
this evening ! Oh ! what agonies I have suflFered 
this evening, wondering what had happened, and 
thinking of all sorts of horrid things." 

" But, my dear Laura, why didn't you go to 
bed ? ^' asked Mr. Monckton. 
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'^ Gq io bed I " screamed the young lady. " Ga 
to bed with mj poor brainbursting witH auspense. 
Vm sure if people's barains do burst^ it's a wonder 
xnine hasm't to-night^ and I thonglit ever so manr 
times it was going to do it. First Eleanor goes 
out with out leaving word where she^s gone ; and 
then you go out withoutleaving word where jfouVe 
gone; and then you both atay away for hours^ 
and hours> and kours» And there I sit all the 
time watching the dock^ with nobody but the 
Skye to keep me Company ; until I get so nervous 
tbat I daren^t look behind me, and I almost 
begin to feel as if the Skye was a demon dog ! 
And, oh^ do teil me what in goodness^ name has 
happened." 

" Come into the drawing-room^ Laura; and 
pray donH talk so fast. TU teil you pre- 
sently." 

Mr. Monckton walked into the drawing-room 
followed by Laura and his wife. He closed the 
door^ and then sat down by the fire. 

" Fve had coals put on five times/^ exclaimed 
Miss Mason, " but all the coals in the world 
wouldn^t keep me from sIÜTering and feeling as if 
somebody was Coming in through the door and 
looking over my Shoulder. If it hadn^t been for 
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tHe Skje I should hare gone mad. What has 
happened ? '^ 

" Something has happened at Woodlands — ^^ 
Mr. Monckton began gravely; but Laura inter- 
rupted him with a little shriek. 

" Oh, don' t/' she cried, " don% please ; I'd 
rather you didn't. I know what yoif re going to 
say. Yon must come and sleep with me to- 
night, Eleanor, if you don*t want to find me 
raving mad in the moming. No wonder I feit as 
if the room was peopled with ghosts.^^ 

" Don^t be fooHsh, Laura," Mr, Monckton 
Said, impatiently. ''You asked me what has 
happened, and I teil you. To speak piain, Mr. 
de Crespigny is dead.*' 

" Yes, I guessed that, of course; directly you 
began to speak in that solemn way. It's very 
dreadful — not that he should be dead, you know ; 
because I scarcely ever saw him, and when I did 
see him, he always seemed to be deaf, or grumpy 
' — ^but it seems dreadful that people should die at 
all ; and I always fancy they^ll come Walking into 
the room at night when I*m taking my hair down 
before the glass, and look over my Shoulder, as 
they do in German stories/' 

" Laura ! '' 
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*' Oh, please don't look contemptuously at me/' 
cried Miss Mason, piteously ; " of course, if you 
haven't got nerves it's very easy to despise these 
things; and I wish Fd been born a man or a 
lawyefj or something of tbat sort, so that I might 
never be nervous. Not that I believe in ghosts, 
you know; Vm not so childish as that. I don*t 
believe in them, and I^m not afraid of them ; but 
I dont like them ! " 

Gilbert Monckton's contemptuous expression 
changed to a look of pity. This was the foolish 
girl whom he had been about to entrust to the 
man he now knew to be a villain. He now knew : 
— bah, he had paltered with his own conscienee. 
He had known it from the first. And this poor 
child loved Launcelot Darrell. Her hopes, like 
his own, were shipwrecked : even in the egotism 
of his misery the strong man feit some compas-r 
sion for this helpless girl. 

^' So, Mr. de Crespigny is dead,*^ Laura 
Said after a pause; '^does Launcelot know it 
yet ? " 

« He does.'' 

" Was he there to night— up at Woodlands, in 
spite of his nasty öld aunts ? " 

*' Yes, he was there." 
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Eleanor looked anxiously^ almost pitefously at 
Laura. The great disappointment, the death-blow 
of every hope, was Coming down upon her; and 
Eleanor^ who could seethe hand uplifted to strike, 
and the cruel knife bäred ready to inflict the fatal 
Stab, shivered as she thought of the misery the 
thoughtless girl must have to suffer. 

" But what can her misery be against my 
father's," she thought, *^ and how am / ac- 
countable for her sorrow. It is all Launcelot 
DarrelPs work; it is his wicked work from first 
to last." 

*' And do you think he will have the fortune ? " 
Laura asked. 

'^I don*t know, my dear/' her guardian an- 
swered gravely, "but I think it matters very 
little either to you or me whether he may get 
the fortune or not.^^ 

*'What do you mean?'' eried the girl, "how 
strangely you speak ; how eruelly and coldly you 
speak of Launcelot, just as if you didn^t care 
whether he was rieh or poor. Oh, good heavens," 
she shrieked, suddenly growing wild with terror, 
" why do you both look at me like that ? Why 
do you both look so anxious 7 I know that some- 
thing dreadful has happened. Something has 

TOL. HL H 
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happened to Launcelot ! It's not Mr. de Cres- 
pigny, it's Launcelot that's dead ! " 

" No, no, Laura, he is not dead. It would be 
better perhaps if he were. He is not a good man, 
Laura, and he can never be your husband.^^ 

'^Oh, I don't care a bit about bis not being 
good, as long as he isn't dead/^ exclaimed Laura. 
" I never said he was good, and never wanted him 
to be good. Fm not good ; for I don't like going 
to church three times every Sunday. The idea 
of your saying my poor dear Launcelot musn't 
marry me because he isn't good ! I like him to 
be a little wicked ; Kke the Giaour, or Manfred — 
though goodness gracious only knows what he'd 
done that he should go on as he did — I never 
asked him to be good. Goodness wouldn't go 
well with his style of looks. It's fair people, with 
wishy-washy blue eyes and straight hair, and no 
eyebrows or eyelashes in particular, that are gene- 
rally good. I hate ffood people, and if you don't 
let me marry Launcelot Darreil now, I shall 
marry him when Tm of age, and that^ll be in 
three years^ time.^^ 

Miss Mason seid all this with great vehemence 
and indignation, and then walked towards the 
door of the room; but Eleanor stopped her. 
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and caught the slender little figore in her 
arms. ^ 

''Ah! Laura, Laura/' she cried, ''you mnst 
Hsten to us, you must hear us, my poor darhng. 
I know it seems very crael to speak against the 
man you love, but it would be fifty times more 
cruel to let you marry him, and leave you to 
discover afterwards, when your life was Hnked to 
his, and never, never could be a happy Ufe again 
if parted from him, that he was unworthy of your 
love. If it is terrible to be told this now, Laura^ 
it would be a thousand times more terrible to 
hear it then. Come with me to your room, 
dear ; I will stay with you all to-night. I will 
teil you all I know about Launcelot Darrell. I 
ought to have told you before, perhaps ; but I 
waited ; I waited for what I begin to tfaink will 
never come/* 

" I won't believe anything against him/' cried 
Laura, passionately, disengaging herseif from 
Eleanor's embrace; "I won't listen to you. I 
won*t hear a word. / know why you don't want 
me to marry him. You were in love with him 
yourself, you know you were, and you're jealous 
of me, and you want to prevent my being happy 
with him.*' 

H 2 



100 eleanob's yictoet. 

Of all tlie unlacky Speeches that conid have 
beei^ made in the presenee of Gilbert Monckton^ 
this was perhaps tbe most unlacky. He started 
as if be bad been stung, and rising from bis seat 
near tbe fire, took a ligbted candle firom a side 
table^ and walked to tbe door. 

'^I really can't endure all tbis/' be said. 
'^Eleanor, I'U leave you witb Laura. Say wbat 
you bave to say about Launcelot Darrellj and for 
pity's sake let me never bear bis name again. 
Good nigbt/' 

Tbe two girls were left alone togetber. Laura 
bad tbrown berself upön a sofa^ and was sobbing 
violently. Eleanor stood a few paces from ber, 
looking at ber witb tbe same tender and com- 
passionate expression witb wbicb sbe bad regarded 
her from tbe first. 

"Wben I see your troubles, Laura," sbe said, 
" I almost forget my own. My poor dear cbild, 
God knows how truly I pity jou" 

"But I don't want your pity/* cried Laura. 
^^I sball bäte you if you say anytbing against 
Launcelot. Wby sbould anybody pity me? I 
am engaged to tbe man T love, tbe only man I 
ever loved, — you know tbat, Eleanor; you know 
bow I feil in love witb bim directly be came to 
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Hazlewood^ — and I will marry him in spite of all 
the World. I shall be of age in tliree years^ and 
then no horrid guardians can prevent my doing 
what I like ! '' 

" But you would not marry him, Laura^ if you 
knew Iiim to be a bad man ? '* 

" I would never believe that he is a bad man ! " 

"But, my darling, you will listen to me. i 
must teil you tbe truth. I have kept it from you. 
too long. I have been very guilty in keeping it. 
from you. I ought to have told you when I first.. 
came back to ToUdale." 

" What ought you to have told me? " 

"The story of my life, Laura. But I thoughf 
you would come between me and the victory I 
wanted to achieve." 

"What victory?'' 

"A victory over the man who caused my 
father's death/' 

Then, little by little, interrupted by a hundred 
exclamations and protestations from the sobbing 
girl whose head lay on her Shoulder, and whose 
waist was encircled by her arm, Eleanor Monckton 
told the story of her retum to Paris, the meeting 
on the Boulevard, and George Yane's suicide. 
Little by little she contrived to explain to the 
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vretched girl^ wbo clung about lier^ and who 
declared again and again that she would not 
believe anything against Launcelot^ tbat sbe 
could not think bim cruel or treacberous^ — bow 
tbe artist^and bis vile associate^ Victor Boardon^ 
bad cbeated tbe old man out of tbe money wbicb 
represented bis own bonour and tbe future welfare 
of bis cbild. 

^^You tbink me bard and mercUess, Laura^'^ 
sbe cried^ ^' and I sometimes wonder at my own 
feelings ; but remembei;^ only remember wbat my 
fatber suffered. He was cbeated out of tbe money 
tbat bad been entrusted to bim. He was afraid to 
face bis own cbild. Ob^ my poor dear, bow could 
you wrong me so cruelly/' sbe murmured in a 
low voice, as if addressing tbat dead fatber^ ^^ bow 
could you tbink tbat I sbould baye spoken one 
Word of reproacb, or loved you any tbe less, if you 
bad lost a dozen fortunes of mine ? No, Laura^ I 
camiot forget wbat myiatber suffered; I cannoihe 
meroiful to tbis mssx" 

Eleanpr's task was a very bard one. Lauca 
would not believe ; tbat is to say^ sbe would not 
admowledge tbat sbe believed ; but sbe bad none 
of tbe calm assurance wbicb a perfect and entire 
faitb in ber lover sbould bave given ber« It was 
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useless to reason with her. All Eleanor's logic 
was powerless agaiust the passionate force of this 
girl's perpetual cry, the gist of which was " I will 
believe no härm of hhn ! I love him, and I will 
not cease to love him V 

She would not argue^ or listen to Eleanor's 
calm reasoning; for Mrs. Monokton was very 
calm in the knowledge of her own defeat^ almost 
despairingly resigned, in the idea that all struggle 
against Laimcelot Darrell was hopeless. Laura 
woold not listen^ would not be convinced. The 
man whom Eleanor had seen in Fans was not 
Launcelot. He was in India at that very time. 
He had written letters from India^ and posted 
them thence, with foreign postage stamps. The 
shipbroker's books were all wrong; what was 
more likely than that stupid shipbrokers' Clerks 
should make wrong entries in their horrid books ? 
In Short, according to poor Laura's reasoning^ 
Launcelot Darrell was the victim of a series of 
coincidences. There had happened to be a person 
who resembled him in Paris at the time of George 
Vane's death. There had happened to be a mis- 
take in the shipbroker's books. The figore in the 
water-coloured sketch that Eleanor had stokn 
happened to be like the old man. Miss Mason 
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rejected circumstantial evidence in toto. As for 
the Story of the forgeiy, she declared that it was 
all a fabrication of Eleanor^s^ invented in order 
that the marriage should be postponed. 

'^ You re very cruel, Eleanor/' she cried, ^' and 
you've acted very treacheroosly, and I shouldn't 
have thought it of you. First you fall in love 
with Launcelot Darrell; and then you go and 
marry my guardian ; and then^ when you find that 
you don't like my guardian^ you begrudge me my 
happiness ; and you now want to set me against 
Launcelot; but I will not be set against him. 
Thbrb ! '' 

This last decisive monosyllable was uttered 
amidst a torrent of sobs^ and then^ for a long 
time^ the two girls sat in silence upon the sofa 
before the expiring fire. By-and-by^ Laura nestled 
her head a little closer upon Eleanor's Shoulder ; 
then a little band, very cold^ by reason of its 
owner'^s agitation^ stole into the open palm lying 
idle upon Mrs. Monckton's lap ; and at last^ in a 
low voice^ almost stifled by tears, she murmured : 

" Do you think that he is wicked ? Oh I 
Eleanor^ do you really think that it was he who 
cheated your poor old father?" 

'' I know that it was he, Laura/' 
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" And do you believe that he has made a false 
will^ for the sake of that dreadful money ? Oh^ 
how could he care for the money^ ^hen ^e might 
have been so happy together poor ! Do you reatty 
believe that he has committed— forgery ?" 

She dropped her voiee to a whisper as she spoke 
the Word that was so awfol to her when uttered 
in relation to Launeelot Darrell. 

" I believe it, and I know it, Laura/' Eleanor 
answered^ gravely. 

*' But what will they do to him ? What will 
become of him ? They won*t hang him — will 
they, Eleanor? They don't hang people for 
forgery now. ^ Oh, Eleanor, what will become of 
him ? I love him so dearly, I don^t care what he 
is, or what he has done. I love him still, and 
would die to save him/' 

''You need not be afraid, Laura,*' Mrs. 
Monckton answered bitterly. " Launcelot Darrell 
will escape all evil consequences of what he has 
done. You may be sure of that. He will hold 
his head higher than he ever held it yet, Laura. 
He will be master of Woodlands before next 
week is over." 

" But his conscience, Eleanor, his conscience ! 
He will be so unhappy— he will be so miserable.'* 
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Laura disengaged herseif from the loving arm 
that had supported her, and started to her feet. 

*^ Eleanor !" she cried, " where is he ? Let me 
go to him ! It is not too late to undo all this, 
perhaps. He can put back the real will, can*t 
he?'' 

'^ No, the real will is lost." 
" He can destroy the fidse one, then.'' 
" I don't think he will have the chance of doing 
that, Laura. If his heart is not hardened against 
remorse, he will have plenty of time for repen- 
tance between this and the time when the will is 
read. If he wishes to undo what he has done, he 
may make a confession to his aunts, and throw 
hinmelf upon their mercy. They are the only 
persons likely to be injured by what he has done. 
The money was left to them in the original will, 
no doubt.'' 

'^ He shaU confess, Eleanor ! '' oried Laura. 
^' I will throw myself upon my knees at his feet, 
and I won't leave him tili he promises me to undo 
what he has done. His aunts will keep the secret, 
for their own sakes. They wouldn't like the 
World to know that their nephew could do euch a 
wicked thing. He shall confess to them, and let 
them have the fortune, and then we can be 
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married^ and then we sliall be as happy together 
as if lie had never done wrong. Let me go to 
him." 

" Not to night, Laura. Look at the clock." 

Eleanor pointed to the dial of tlie timepiece 
opposite them. It was half-past two o'clock, 

"I will see him to-morrow moming then, 
Eleanor. I unll see him." 

" You shall, my dear ; if you think it wise or 
right to do so.'' 

But Laura Mason did not see her lover the 
next morning; for when the moming came, she 
was in a burning fever, brought on by the agita- 
tion and excitement of the previous night. A * 
medical man was summoned &om Windsor to 
attend upon her ; and Eleanor sat by her bed-side, 
watching her as tenderly as a mother watches her 
sick child. 

Gilbert Monckton too was very anxious about 
his ward, and came to the door of Laura's room 
to make inquiries many times in the course of 
that day. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

GETTING OVER IT. 

Laura Mason was not dangerouslj ill. Her 
malady was by no means of a serious nature. The 
pink-blossom tint of her cheeks was intensified 
into vivid carnation; the turquoise-blue eyes shone 
with a feverish light ; the little hands were very 
hot and dry. It was in vain that the physician 
from Windsor prescribed composing draughts. 
His patient would not be quiet or composed. In 
yain Eleanor tried to soothe the wounded spirit» 
It would not be at rest. 

"It^s no use, Nelly/* the invalid eried, im- 
patiently, " I nmst talk of bim ; I must talk of 
my sorrows, unless you want me to go mad. Oh, 
my poor Launcelot! my own dear Launeelot f 
how cruel it is to keep me from you ! '' 

This was the worst part of the business. Poor 
Laura was perpetually entreating to be allowed 
to see Launcelot. Would they let her go to him ; 
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or would they send and ask him to come to her ? 
They were the most cruel and heartless creatures^ 
if they eould refuse to let her see him. 

But Eleanor did refuse. 

^'It is impossible, my darling," she said; "I 
cannot send for him. It is quite impossible that 
he and I should ever meet again^ except as 
enemies. The will must be read in a few days. 
Let US wait tili then. If Launcelot Darrell is 
sorry for what he has done, he will try to undo it. 
If he is not sorry^ and takes possession of the 
estate upon the strength of a forged will^ he must 
be a villain, unworthy even of your pity, Laura.^^ 

" But I do pity him ; and I love him.*' 

It was stränge to see what a hold this unhappy 
affection had taken upon Laura's shallow nature. 
This frivolous girl was as impressionable as she 
was Yolatile. The blow was more terrible to her 
than it would have been to a woman of higher 
and grander nature; but to such a woman the 
consequenees of the blow would be, perhaps, life- 
long, while it was scarcely likely that Laura 
would sufiPer for ever. She did not try to endure 
the grief that had fallen upon her. She was 
entirely without pride; and had no more shame 
in bemoaning her loss of Launcelot Darrell, than 
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she wonld have had fifteen years before in crying 
over a broken doli. She did not care who knew 
her sorrows^ and wonld have made a confidante of 
the servant who waited upon her, if Eleanor had 
not interfered to preyent her. 

" Tm very miserable and Yrretched, Jane/' she 
Said, whüe the girl was smoothing her pillows, and 
arranging the tumbled bed-clothes, whieh had 
been twisted into mere wisps of linen by the per- 
petual tossings to and fro of the invalid. " I'm 
the most miserable creature that ever was born, 
Jane, and I wish that I was dead. I know it's 
wicked, but I do. Whafs the good of Dr. Peather- 
stone prescribing for me, when I don't want to be 
prescribed for ? What^s the good of my taking 
lime-draughts, when Fd much rather die ? What*s 
the nse of those horrid opiates, that taste like 
stale London porter? Opiates won't give me 
back Lannce — *^ 

She stopped abruptly at this point, checked by 
a waming look &om Eleanor. 

'' You must not speak of Launcelot Darrell to 
these people, Laura/^ Mrs. Monckton said, when 
the servant had left the room, " unless you want 
them to suspect that something stränge has 
happened.'' 
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" But thej^U know it, if my wedding is put off." 
" Yonr guardian "will explain all that, Laura." 
Miss Mason bemoaned her fate even znore 
piteously than before. 

" It's hard enough to be miserable/' sbe cried^ 
"but it^s still worse to be miserable^ and not to 
be allowed to say so/' • 

" Many people have sorrows to endure that 
cannot be spoken ot" Eleanor answered, quietly. 
** I had to bear the sorrow of my father's death 
when I dared not speak of it.'^ 

Mrs. Monckton saw very little of her busbaaid 
during the few days of Laura's illnes». She ouly 
saw him^ indeed^ when he came to the door to 
make inquiries about his ward ; but eren in the 
few brief sentences exchanged by them, ahe could 
perceive that his manner was altered towards her. 
He had been oeld and distant for a long time 
since their marriage ; but now his manner had 
the icy reserve of a man who feels that he has 
been wronged. Eleanor comprehended this, and 
was sorry for it; but she had a dull^ hopeless 
feeling that nothing she could do would alter it. 
The great purpose of her life had failed; and ahe 
began to think that nothing but failure could 
come to any hope of hem« 
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This feeling separated her completely from her 
husband. In her ignorance of the suspicions 
vhieh tortured him, she could of course make no 
effort to set him right. The girFs innocenee and 
the man's pride made a gulf that no power of 
affection could pass. If Eleanor could have 
guessed^ ever ^o vaguely^ at the cause of her 
husband's reserve^ a few words from her might 
have melted the ice : but she had not the faintest 
notion of the hidden source from which came 
those bitter waters that had swept away all out- 
ward tokens of her husband's love; and those 
words remained unspoken. Gilbert Monckton 
thought that if his wife was not false^ she was at 
least indifferent ; and he bowed his head before 
the gloomy face of his Destiny. 

*' I am not to be loved/' he said. " Grood-by, 
once more to that dream. And let me try to 
do my duty, and be in some way useful to my 
fellow-creatures. Half my life has been swallowed 
up by egotistical regrets. May God give me 
grace to use the remnant of it more wisely," 

He had told Eleanor that as soon as Laura was 
a little better he should take her to the seaside. 
The poor child cannot remain here/' he said, 
eyery gossip in the neighbourhood wiU be eager 
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to know why the wedding is postponed; and 
unless we assign some simple reason for the 
change in our arrangements, there will be no 
limit to people^s speeulations and eonjectures. 
Laura's illness will be the best possible exeuse ; 
and I will take her to the south of France. She 
may forget Launcelot Darrell by-and-by, when 
she finds herseif in a stränge place^ surrounded 
by new associations." 

Eleanor eagerly assented to this. 

*' Nothing could be wiser than such an arrange- 
ment/' she answered. " I almost think the poor 
girl would die if she remained here. Everything 
reminds her of her disappointment." 

^' Very well, then, I shall take her to Nice as 
soon as she is weil enough to go. Will you telF 
her that I mean to do so, and try and make her 
feel some interest in the idea of the change ? " 

Eleanor Monckton had a yery hard time of it. 

in the sick room. Those frivolous people who feel 

their misfortunes very äcutely for the time being,, 

are apt to throw a heavy share of their burdeu 

npon the Shoulders of their friends. Laura^s 

lamentations were very painful and not a little 

monotonous to hear; and there was a great deal 

of hard work to be done in the way of going over 
VOL. m. I 
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the same ground again and again, fbr that young 
ladj^s consolation. She had no idea of taming 
her face to the wall and suffering in silence. Her 
nxanner had none of that artificial calm which 
often causes imeasiness to those who watch a 
beloved sufferer through some terrible crißis. 
Everything reminded her of her grief ; and she 
would not be courageous enough to put away the 
things that recalled her sorrows. She could not 
draw a curtain over the bright picture of the past, 
and turu her face resolutely to the blank future. 
She wa3 for ever looking backj and bewailing the 
beauty of that yanished hope, and insisting that 
the dream palace was not utterly ruined ; that it 
might be patched up again somehow or other; not 
to be what it was before^ that was impossible, of 
conrse; but to be something, The broken yaso 
could surely be pieced together^ and the scent qf 
the faded roses would hang round it still* 

"K he repentsj I will nuurry him, Eleanor/' 
she said, at the end of almost eyery argumenta 
" and we will go to Italy and be happy together, 
and he will be a great painter. Nobody would 
dare to say he had committed a forgery if he was 
a great painter like Holman Hunt, or Mr. Millais. 
We'^ll go to Borne together, Nelly^ and he shall 
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study the old mastera, aud sketch peasanta from 
the life ; and I won't mind even if they're pretty ; 
though it isu^t pleasant to have one's liusbaud 
always sketching pretty peasants; and that will 
divert bis mind, you know/' 

For fonr days Laura was ordered to keep to her 
bed, and during that time Eleanor rarely quitted 
the invalides apartments, only taking brief snatcfaes 
of rest ia an easy chair by the fire in Laura^s 
dressing-room. On the fifbh day Miss Mason was 
allowed to get up, and then there were terrible 
scenes to be gone through; for the young lady 
insisted upon haring her trousseau spread out 
upon the bed, and the chairs, and the sofas, and 
hung upon every available peg in the two rooms ; 
uutil both those apartments became a very forest 
of finery, about which the invalid prowled per- 
petually^ indulging in a separate fit of weeping 
oyer each garment. 

^'Look at this darling parasol, Nelly/' she 

cried, gazing at the tiny canopy of silk and 

whalebone with Streaming eyes; ^^isn't the real 

point lace over the pale pink silk lovely ? And 

then it's so becoming to the complexion, too 1 

Oh, how bappy I thougfat I should be when I had 

this parasoL I thought I should drive on the 

I 2 
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Corso with Launcelot^ and now ! And the 

violet-satin boots with high heels, Nelly, made on 
purpose to wear with my violet-silk dress, I thoaght 
nobody could be unhappy with such things as 
those. and now ! ^' 

Every speech ended in fresh tears, which some- 
times trickled over a shining silken garment, and 
flecked the lustrous fabric with spots of water that 
took the brightness out of the splendid hues. 

^' To think that I should be so miserable as to 
cry over silk at nine and sixpence a yard^ and not 
to care ! '^ exclaimed Laura Mason ; as if^ in these 
words^ she described the highest anguish-point 
that human misery can reach. 

She had a few presents giyen her by Launeelot, 
they were very few, and by no means valuable, for 
Mr. Darrell, as we know, was essentially selfish, 
and did not care to spend his small stock of 
' money upon other people ; and she sat with these 
trifles in her lap for hours together, lamenting 
over them, and talking about Ihem. 

"There's my silver thimble, my dear, darling 
little silver thimble/^ she said, perching the scrap 
of glistening metal upon her little finger, and 
kissing it with that degree of rapture which the 
French vaudeville-ists call *^ explosion ! '' — " that 
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nasty^ spiteful Ämelia Sbalders said a silver 
thimble was a vulgär present, just what a car- 
penter, or any other common man, would have 
given to bis sweetheart, and that Launcelot ought 
to have given me a ring or a bracelet, as if he 
could go buying rings and bracelets without any 
money. And I don^t care wbether my thimble*s 
vulgär or not, and I love it dearly, because he 
gave it me. And I'd do lots of needlework for 
the sake of using it, only I never could leam to 
use a thimble — quite. It always seems so much 
easier to work without one, though it does make 
a hole in the top of one's finger. Then there's 
my tablets ! Nobody can say that ivory tablets 
are vulgär. My darling little tablets, with the 
tiny, tiny gold pencil-case,'' — the gold pencil-case 
was very tiny, — " and the wee mite of a turquoise 
for a seal. Pve tried to write ' Launcelot ' upon 
every leaf, but I don't think ivory tablets are the 
very nicest things to write upon. One's writing 
seems to slide about somehow as if the pencil was 
tipsy; and the lines won*t come straight. It's 
like trying to walk up and down the deck of a 
steamer; one goes where one doesn't want to go.^^ 
The bewailings over the trousseau and the 
presents had a beneficial effect upon the heart- 
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broken invalid. On tbe eveniDg of the fifth daj 
her spiiits began to reviye a Mttle ; she drank tea 
inth Eleanor at a table bj the fire in the dressing- 
room^ and after tea tried on her wedding bonnet 
and mantle before the eheval glass. 

This Performance seemed to have a peculiarly 
consoling effect ; and after surveying herseif for a 
long time in the glass^ and lamenting the redness 
of her eyelids, which prevented füll justice being 
done to the beauty of the bonnet, Miss Mason 
declared that she feit a great deal better^ and 
that she had a presentiment that something wonld 
happen^ and that e^erything woald come light 
somehow or other. 

As it would have becn yery crnel to deprire her 
0f this rather vagne speeies of comfort, Eleanor 
Said nothing, and the evening ended almost cheer* 
fnlly. But the next day was that appdmted for 
Mr. de Crespigny^s funeral and the leading of the 
will ; and Laura's anxiety was now really greater 
than it had ever been. She conld not help 
bclieving Eleanor's story of the fbrgery, thongh 
she had struggled long against the conTiction 
that had been foreed upon her; and her only hope 
was that her lover would repent, and suffer his 
aunts to inheri/t the wealth which had been no 
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doubt bequeathed to them. Frivolous and sballow 
as this girl was, she could not for a moment con- 
template marrying Launcelot under any other 
circumstances. She could not think of sharing 
ynth him a fortune that had been gainedbyfraud. 

" I know he will eonfess the truth/^ she said to 
Eleanor, upon the morning of the funeral ; ^^ he 
was led into doing wrong by his friend, that 
wicked Prenchman. It was only^ the impulse of 
the moment. He has been sorry ever since, I 
daJ^ say. He will nndo what he has done." 

'^ But if the real will has been destroyed ? '* 

''Then his two aunts and his mother wonld 
share the estate between them. My guardian told 
me 80 the other day when I asked him some ques- 
tion about the fortune. And he told Launcelot 
the same thing that night in the library, when. 
they had the conversation about my fortune.'' 

If Laura was anxious upon this eventful day,. 
Eleanor was anxious töo. It was a new crisis in 
her lifo. Wottld Launcelot Darrell attempt to 
restore himself to the position he had occupied 
before the night of his uncle*s death, or would he 
hold to that which he might acquire by his delibe- 
rate fraud, and remain a hardened and impenitent 
criminal, defiant of the law he had outraged ? 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE KEADIN6 OF THE WILL. 

Gilbert Monckton went up to Woodlands im- 
mediately after the funeral, in order to be present 
at the reading of the will. He feit that he had a 
right to see the end of this Business^ in which his 
wife had played so extraordinary a part. The will 
was to be read by Henry Lawford*s clerk, in the 
sitting-room, or study, which Maurice de Crespigny 
had occupied for many years before his death. 

There were a great many people who, like 
Gilbert Monckton, thought they had a right to 
be present upon this occasion; people who had 
been kept out of the old man's house by the rigid 
watchfulness and the inflexible will of the two 
maiden ladies for the last twenty years or so, 
but who were freely admitted now, as no longer 
capable of doing mischief. All manner of distant 
l*elationships; so remote as to be almost untrace- 
ble, came to light upon this occasion : cousins. 
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by marriage ; sisters-in-law of dead first cousins^ 
once removed; widowers, who attached them- 
selves to the house of Crespigny by right of 
departed wives ; widows who dedared themselves 
near relations on the strength of Claims held by 
defunct husbands; poor connections who came 
on foot, and who were so poor that it was reaUy 
an impertinence in them to expect the smallest 
legacy; rieh connections who came in splendid 
carriages^ and who seemed even more eager for 
any stray twenty pounds for a mourning ring, 
that might be set against their names^ than the 
poorest of the brotherhood. And indeed these 
owners of splendid carriages might have been 
needier than the dusty and weatherbeaten pedes- 
trians; for when people try to make fifteen 
hundred a-year do the work of three thousand^ 
every accidental twenty pounds is a God-send to 
them. 

However it might be, everybody in the Wood- 
lands drawing-room upon that particular moming 
was influenced by the same feeling, a Compound 
Sensation of hope and distrust, expectancy and 
despair. Surely there could never before have 
been so many eager faces assembled together in 
the same small space. Every face^ young or old. 
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handsome or tigly, aristocratic or plebeian, wore 
the same expression; and had thus a common 
likeness^ which bore out the idea of some tie of 
relationship binding the whole assembly. 

Every one regarded bis or her neighbonr as the 
possible inheritoT of something worth having^ and 
therefore a personal enemy. Smiling relations 
ivere suspected of being aequainted with the Con- 
tents of the will, änd secretly rejoicing in the 
certainty of their own names being pleasantly 
mentioned therein. Prowning relations were 
looked at darkly as probable arch-plotters vrho 
had worked npon the mind of the dead man. 
Diffident relations were feared as toadies and 
sycophants, who had no doubt plied Mr. de 
Crespigny with artful flatteries. Confident rela- 
tions were dreaded as people who perhaps had 
some secret claim npon the estate, and were 
silently gloating over the excellence of their 
chances. Every one of these Outsiders hated each 
other with vengeful and murderous hate; bnt 
they aU sympathised in a far deeper hatred of the 
four favourites for these great legacy stakes, the 
two maiden ladies, Mrs. Barrell, and her son. It 
was almost certain that one or other of these four 
people wonld inherit the Woodlanda property. 
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and the bulk of the d«ad man's fortune ; ttnless^ 
indeed, by one of those caprices common to 
eccentric valetudinarians, he shotild have left bis 
wealtb to some distant connexion^ who had been 
too proud to toady him — and had moreover never , 
had the chance of doiog so. Yes, the three nieces 
and Launcelot were the first farourites in this 
eager race; and the ontsiders speculated freely 
amongst themselves as to the chances and the 
"condition^' of these four fortunate creatures. 
And if the ontsiders hated eaeh other desperately 
for the sake of yerj^small chances^ how mnch more 
desperate must have been the feelings of these 
four who were to enter for the great stake. 

Launcelot Darrell met Mr. Monekton this 
moming for the first time since that stränge 
scene npon the night of Maurice de Crespigny's 
death. The young man had called at ToUdale 
Priory during the interval, but both the lawyer 
and bis ward had been denied to him. 

Perhaps amongst all those assembled in the 
Chamber which had so lately been tenanted by 
the dead man^ there was not one more painfully 
anxious than Gilbert Monekton^ into whose mind 
no mercenary thought had ever entered. 

It was in the hope of seeing hi« wife justified 
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that Mr. Monckton Lad come to Woodlands upon 
this day. He had brooded over Eleanor^s denun- 
ciation of Launcelot Darrell perpetually during 
the week that had elapsed since the old man's 
death; but the more he pondered upon that 
passionate accusation the more bewildered and 
perplexed he became. 

Let it be remembered that he was a man whose 
nature had been rendered jealous and suspicious 
by one cruel deception which had embittered his 
youth and soured a generous disposition. His 
mind was penetrated with the idea that Eleanor 
had never loved himy and that she had loved 
Launcelot Darrell. This belief was the torment- 
ing spirit^ the insidious demon which had held 
possession of his breast ever since his brief honey- 
moon on the northem coast. He could not 
dismiss it all in a moment. The fiend was in 
possession^ and was not very easily to be exorcised. 
That vehement denunciation^ that passionate accu- 
sation which had rushed, impetuous and angry, 
from Eleanor Monckton's lips, might be the out- 
burst of a jealous woman^s fury, and might have 
its root in love. Eleanor had loved this young 
man, and was indignant against him for his 
intended marriage with Laura. If the desire to 
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avenge her father's death had alone actuated her^ 
surely this passionate girl would haye spoken 
before now. It was thus that Gilbert Monckton 
argued. He did not know how eager Eleanor 
had been to speak^ and how she had only been 
held back by the worldly wisdom of Kichard 
Thomton. How should he know the long trial of 
patience, the bitter struggle between the prompt- 
ings of passion and the cold argumenta of policy 
which his wife had endured. He knew nothing 
except that something — some secret — some master 
passion — had absorbed her soul^ and separated her 
from him. 

He stood aloof in the dead man^s study while 
Mr. Lamb^ the clerk, a grey-haired old man, with 
a nervous manner and downcast eyes, arranged 
his papers npon a little table near the fire and 
cleared his throat preparatory to commencing the 
reading of the will. 

There was an awful silence in the room, as if 
everybody^s natural respiration had been sus- 
pended all in a moment, and then the clerk's low 
voice began very slowly and hesitatingly with the 
nsual formula. 

" I, Maurice de Crespigny, being at this time/* 
&c., &c. The will was of some length^ and as it 
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began with a great many insignificant legacies, 
mouming rings, snuff^boxes, books, antique pkte, 
scraps of valuable china, and small donations of 
all kinds to distant relations and friends who had 
been lost sigbt of on the lonely pathway along 
which the old man had crawled to bis tomb nnder 
the grim gnardianship of bis two warders— tbe 
patience of tbe chief expectants was very sorely 
tried. But at last, after modest little annuities to 
tbe servants had been mentioned, tb6 important 
clauses were arrived at. 

To eyery one of tbe tbree sisters^ Sarab and 
Lavinia de Crespigny and Ellen Darrell, tbe tes- 
tator bequeatbed money in tbe fiinds to tbe 
amount of two bnndred a-year. All tbe ^'rest 
and residue^^ of bis estate, real and personal, was 
left to Launcelot Daxrell, absolutely, witbout con- 
dition or reserye. 

Tbe blood rusbed up to tbe widow's face, and 
then as suddenly receded, leaving it gbastly white. 
She held out her band to her son who stood beside 
her cbair, and daaped bis dammy fingers in 
her own. 

"Thank God,^* she said in a low voice, " you 
have got your chance at last, Launcelot. I sbould 
he content to die to-morrow/' 



THE £EADINO OF THE WILL. 127 

The two sisters^ pale aud venomous^ glared at 
their nepliew. But they could ouly look at him. 
They could do notbing against him. He had 
WOB and they had lost; that was all. They feit 
stränge buzzing noises in tbeir ears, and the 
carpeted floor of the room seexned reeling up and 
down Uke the deck of a stonn-tost vesseL This 
wajB all that they feit just at present. The shock 
was so great that its first effect was only to pro- 
duce a kind of physical numbness which extended 
even to the brain, 

I don't suppose that either of these elderly 
ladies^ each of whom wore stuff shoes and crisp 
Uttle cnrls of unnaturally brown hair npon her 
forebead^ could, by any possibility, have spent 
upon her own wants more than a hundred pounds 
a-year^ nor had either of them been accustomed 
to indulge in the sweet luxury of charity ; they 
were neither generous nor ambitious. They were 
entirely without the capacity of spending money 
either npon themselves or ou other people, and 
yet they had striven as eagerly for the possession 
of thia fortune as ever any proud, ambitious 
spirit strove for the golden means by which he 
hoped to work bis way upon the road that leads 
to glory. 
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They were fond of money ; they were fond of 
money, per se ; without reference to its tises, 
either noble or ignoble. They would have been 
very happy in the possession of their dead kins« 
man^s fortune, though they might have gone 
down to their graves without having spent so 
much as the two hundred a-year which they 
reeeived by this cruel will. They wonld have 
hoarded the government seenrities in an iron 
safe; they would have added interest to prin- 
cipal; they would have nursed the lands^ and 
raised the rents, and been hard and griping with 
the tenants, and would have counted their gains 
and calculated together the increase of their 
wealth ; but they would have employed the same 
eobbler who had worked for them before their 
uncle's death; they would still have given out 
their stuff shoes to be mended ; and they would 
have been as sharp as ever as to an odd sixpence 
in their dealings with the barber who dressed 
their erisp brown curls. 

Launcelot Darrell kept his place beside his 
mother's chair though the reading of the will 
was finished^ and the clerk was folding the sheets 
upon which it ^ was written. Never had any 
living creature shown less;elation than this young 
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man did upon his accession to such a yery large 
fortune. 

Mr. Monckton went up to the little table at 
which the lawyer's clerk sat, folding up the papers. 

^' Will you let me look at that will for a 
moment^ Mr. Lamb ? " he asked. 

The clerk looked up at him with an expression 
of surprise. 

" You wish to look at it — ? ^' he said, hesitating 
a little. 

" Yes. There is no objection to my doing so, 
is there ? It will be sent to Doctors' Commons, 
I suppose, where anybody will be able to look at 
it for a Shilling/' 

The clerk handed Gilbert Monckton the docu- 
ment with a feeble little laugh. 

^^ There it is, Mr. Monckton/' he said. "You 
remember your own signature, I dare say; you'li 
find it there along with mine.'^ 

Yes, there was the signature. It is not a very^ 
easy thing for the cleverest man, who is not a pro- 
fessional expert, to decide upon the authenticity^ 
of his own autograph. There it was. Gilbert 
Monckton looked at the familiär signature, and 
tried in vain to find some flaw in it. If it was a 
forgery, it was a very skilful one. The lawyer 

YOL. III. K 
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remembered the date of tbe will wludi he liid 
witneaaed^ and the Idnd of paper upon irhidi it 
had been written. The date and the paper of 
this corre sp onded with ihat recollection. 

The body of the will was in the handwriting of 
the Clerk himself. It was written npon three 
sheets of foolscap paper, and the signatnres of the 
testator and the two witnesses were repeated at 
the bottom of everj page. 'Erery one of the 
three antographs diflered firom the others in 
some trilling point, and this ciremnstance, small 
in itself, had oonsiderable inflnenoe npon Gflbert 
Monekton. 

" K this will had been a forgeiy, prepared by 
Lanncelot Darrell, the signatnres would haye been 
fac-similes of eaeh other/' thonght the lawyer; 
'' that is a mistake which forgers almost alwajs 
fall into. They forget that a man yeiy rarely 
signs bis name twice alike. They get hold of one 
autograph and stereotype it/' 

What was he to think, then ? If this will was 
genuine, Eleanor's accusation must be a ÜEdsehood. 
Could he believe this? Conld he believe that his 
wife was a jealous and vindictive woman, capable 
of inventing a Ue in order to revenge herseif upon 
the infidelity of the man she had loyedf To 
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believe this would be most everlasting misery. 
Yet how could Gilbert Monckton tbink otberwise, 
if the will was genuine? Everytbing binged 
upon that^ and every proof was wanting against 
Launcelot Darrell. The bousekeeper^ Mrs. Jep- 
cott^ declared most distinctly tbat nobodj bad 
entered tbe dead man^s room or toucbed tbe keys 
upon tbe table by tbe bed. Tbis alone^ if tbe 
woman's word was to be depended upon^ gaye tbe 
lie to Eleanor's story. 

Sut tbis was not all. Tbe will was in every 
particular tbe very opposite of sucb a will as 
would be likely to be tbe work of a forger« 

It contained legacies to old friends of tbe dead 

man wbom be bad not bimself seen for twenty 

years^ and wbose very names must bave been un- 

known to Launcelot Darrell. It was tbe will of a 

man wbose mind lived almost entirely in the 

past. Tbere was a gold snufi^box bequeathed 

^'to my friend Peter Sedgewick, wbo was stroke 

in tbe Magdalen boat at Henley-on-tbe-Thames, 

fifty-seven years ago^ wben I was six in tbe same 

boat ; '^ tbere was an onyx sbirt-pin left " to my 

old boon companion Henry Laurence, wbo dined 

witb me at tbe Beefsteak Club witb George Yane 

and.Jlichard Brinsley Sheridan on my birtbday.'' 

X 2 
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The will was füll of personal recoUections datecE 
fiftjr years back; and how was it possible that 
Launcelot Darrell could have fabricated such a 
will ; when by Eleanor's own admission he had na 
access to the. genuine document until he came ta 
Substitute the forgery after his uncle^s death? 
The forgery must therefore, Gilbert Monckton 
argued, have been prepared while the young man 
was in utter ignorance as to the tenor of the 
actual will, according to Eleanor's story ; and this,, 
the^lawyer reasoned^ was proof conclusive against 
his wife. 

Launcelot could not have fabricated such a will 
as this. This will, therefore, was genuine, and 
Eleanor's accusation had been only prompted by 
a sudden burst of jealous rage, which had made 
her almost indiflferent to consequences. Mr. 
Monckton examined the signatures again and 
again, and then, looking very sharply at the 
Clerk, Said, in a low voice : 

" The body of this will is in your handwriting, 
I believe, Mr. Lamb ? " 

'' It is, sir ? " 

^^ Can you swear that this is the genuine docu- 
ment; the same will which you wrote and 
witnessed ? ^' 
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*^ Most decidedly,'' the clerk answered^ with a 
look of astonishment. 

^'You have no suspicion whatever as to its 
authenticity? ^' 

" No, sir, none ! Have you any suspicion, Mr. 
Monckton ? ^^ he added, after a momenf s pause. 

The lawyer sighed heavily. 

*•' No/' he Said, giving the paper back to the 

Clerk i " I believe the will is genuine.^' 

Just at this moment there was a stir in the 
assembly, and Gilbert Monckton turned round to 

see what was taking place. 

It was Mrs. Jepcott, the housekeeper, who was 
43aying something to which everybody listened 
intently. 

The reason of this attention which the house- 
keeper»« smaUest word received from erery mem- 
ber of that assembly, was the fact that she held a 
paper in her band. Every eye was fixed upon 
this paper. It might be a codicil revoking the 
will, and making an entirely new disposition of 
the property. 

Faint streaks of red began to Hght up the wan 
cheeks of the two old maids, and Launcelot 
Darrell grew more livid than death. But it was 
uot a codicil; it was only a letter written by 
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Maurice de Crespigüy^ and addressed to liis 
three nieces. 

'^ The night before my poor dear master died/* 
the housekeeper said^ '^ I was sitting up with him 
all alone, and he called me to him^ and he told me 
to fetch him his dressing-gown, which he'd been 
wearing all through his illness, whenever he sat 
.np ; and I fetched it ; and he took a sealed letter 
out of the breast-pocket^ and he said to me> 
'Jepcott, when my will is read, I expect my 
three nieces will be very much disappointed and 
will think I have not treated them fairly ; so Fve 
written them a letter, begging them not to be 
angry with me after Fm dead and gone ; and I 
want you to keep it, and take care of it, until the 
will has been read, and then give it to my eldest 
niece, Sarah, to read aloud to her two sisters in 
the presence of everybody/ And this is the 
letter, Miss,^' added Mrs. Jepcott, handing the 
sealed letter to Sarah de Crespigny. 

^'Thank God!^^ thought GUbert Monckton, 
" I shall know now whether the wiU is genuine. 
If it is a fabrication, this letter must bring detec- 
tion upon the forger/' 



CHAPTER X. 



DESERTED. 



The letter "written by the old man to his 
three nieces was read aloud by Miss Sarah in 
tbe presence of the eager assembly. Amongst 
all those anxious listeners there was no one who 
listened more intently than Gilbert Monckton. 

Maurice de Crespigny's letter was not a long 
one. 

" My dear Nieces — Sarah, Lavinia, and 
ElleNj — 

" You will all three be perhaps much sur- 
prised at the manner in whicn I have disposed of 
my estate, both real and personal ; but believe 
me that in acting as I have done I have been 
prompted by no unkind feeling against you ; nor 
am I otherwise than dnly grateful for the atten- 
tion which I have received &om you during my 
declining years. 
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^'I think that I have done my duty; but be 
that as it may^ I have done that which it has 
been my fixed Intention to do for the last ten 
years. I have made several wills, and destroyed 
one after another, bnt they have all been in the 
main point to the same effect ; and it has only 
been an old man's whimsical fancy that has 
prompted me to make sundry alterations in 
minor details. The income of two hundred a 
year which I have left to each of you will, I 
know, be more than enough for your simple 
wants. The three incomes, by the wording of 
my will, will descend to my nephew, Launcelot 
Darrell, after your deaths. 

^' I have tried to remember many old friends 
who have perhaps long ere this forgotten me, or 
who may laugh at an old man's foolish bequests. 

''I do not believe that I have wronged any 
one ; and I trust that you will think kindly of 
me when I am in my grave, and never speak 
bitterly of 

" Your affectionate uncle, 

"Maurice de Crespigny. 
Woodlands, February 20/ä." 



« 



This was the old man's letter. There was not 



DESERTJBD. 137 

one svllable of its contents which in any way dia- 
agreed with the wording of the will. 

Launcelot Darrell drew a long breath ; and his 
mother^ sitting close to him, with her hand in 
his^ could feel the clammy coldness of his fingers, 
and hear the loud thumping of his heart against 
his breast. 

Gilbert Monckton took up his hat and walked 
ont of the room. He did not want to have any 
explanation with the man whom he fully believed 
— in spite of all Eleanor had said — to be the 
fortunate rival who had robbed him of every 
Chance of ever winning his wife^s heart. 

He had only one feeling now; and that was 
the same feeling which had taken possession of 
him twenty years before — an eager desire to run 
away, to escape from his troubles and perplexi- 
ties^ to get free of this horrible atmosphere of 
deceit and bewilderment ; to cast every hope, 
every dream behind; and to go out into the 
World once more, joyless, unloved, hopeless ; but 
at any rate^ not the dupe of a false woman^s 
specious pretences. 

He went straight back to ToUdale while the 
crowd at Woodlands slowly dispersed, more or 
less discontented with the day^s proeeedings. 
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He went back to the grand old mansion in 
which he had never known happiness. He asked 
whether liis wife was with Miss Mason. No^ 
the man told him; Mrs. Monckton was in her 
own room, lying down. 

This was the very thing he wished. He didn't 
want to see Eleanor's beautiful face^ &amed in 
shining bands of hazel-brown hair ; that irresis- 
tible face whose influence he dared not trust. 
He wanted to see his ward alone. 

Lanra ran out of her dressing-room at the 
sound of her guardian's footstep. 

"Well?" she cried, "is it a forgery? " 
" Hush^ Laura^ go back into your room." 
Miss Mason obeyed^ and Mr. Monckton 
followed her into the pretty little apartment, 
which was a modern bower of shining maple- 
wood and flowery chintz^ and flimsy lace and 
muslin^ frivolous and airy as the young lady 
herseif. 

"Sit down in a comfortable seat, guardian/^ 
said Laura^ oflFering the lawyer a slippery chintz- 
covered lounging-chair, so low as to bring Mr. 
Monckton's knees inconveniently near his chin 
as he sat in it. " Sit down and teil me all about 
it, for goodness gracious sake. h it. forged ? '^ 
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" I don^t know, my dear, whether the "will is 
genuine or not. It would be a very difficult 
question to decide/^ 

" But oh ! good gracious me/^ exclaimed Miss 
Mason, " how can you be so unkind as to talk 
about it like tbat, as if it didn't matter a bit 
whether the will is forged or not. If it isn't 
forged^ Launcelot isn't bad; and if he isn't 
bad^ of course I may marry him^ and the wed- 
ding things won^t be all wasted. I knew that 
something would happen to make everything 
come right." 

" Laura/' cried Mr. Monckton, '* you must not 
talk like this. Do you know that you are no 
longer a child, and that you are dealing with the 
most solemn business in a woman^s life? I do 
not know whether the will by which Launcelot 
Darrell inherits the Woodlands property is 
genuine or not; I certainly have reason to 
think that it is genuine^ but I will not take 
upon myself to speak positively. But however 
that may be, I know that he is not a good 
man, and you sludl never marry him with my 
consent.^' 

The young lady began to cry, and murmured 
something to the e£fect that it was cruel to use 
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her so when she was ill^ and had been taking 

« 

oceans of lime-draughts ; but Mr. Monckton was 
inflexible. 

^^ If you were to have a dozen illnesses such as 
this," he Said, "they would not tum me from my 
purpose, or alter my determination. When I 
voluntarily took upon mysdf the castody of 
your life, Laura^ I undertook that Charge with 
the intention of accomplishing it as a sacred 
duty. I have faltered in that duty; for I 
suffered you tp betroth yourself to a man whom 
I have never been able to trust. But it is not 
yet too late to repair that ertror. You shall 
never marry Launcelot Darrell.*' 

•' Why not ? If he didn't commit a forgery, 
as Eleanor says he did^ why shouldn't I marry 
him V 

'* Because he has never truly loved you, 
Laura. You admit that he was Eleanor's 
fiuitor before he was yours ? You admit that, 
do you not ? '^ 

Miss Mason pouted, and sobbed, and choked 
once or twice before she answered. Gilbert 
Monckton waited impatiently for her reply. 
He was about as fit to play the mentor as the 
young lady whom he had taken upon himself to 
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lecture. He was blinded and maddened by 
passionate regret, cruel disappointment^ wounded 
Pride, every feeling which is most calculated to 
paralyse a man's reasoning powers^ and transform 
a Solomon into a fool. 

"Yes/^ Laura gasped at last ; "hedid propose 
to Eleanor first^ certainly. But then, she led 
him on." 

*' She led him on ! '' cried Mr. Monckton. 
"How?" 

Laura looked at him with a perplexed expres- 
sion of countenance, before she replied to this 
eager question. 

'* Oh, you know ! " she said, after a pause ; " I 
can^t exactly describe how she led him on, but 
she did lead him on. She walked with him, and 
she talked to him; they were always talking 
together and leaving me out of the conversation, 
which was very rüde of them, to say the least, 
for if I wasn't intellectual enough for them, and 
couldn't quite understand what they were talking 

about — for Launcelot would talk meta what's 

its name ? you know ; and who could understand 
such conversation as that? — they might have 
talked about things I do understand, such as 
Byron and Tennyson. And then she took an 
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interest in his pictures, and talked about chiaro — 
thingembob, and foreshortening^ and middle dis- 
tances, and tbings^ just like an artist. And then 
she used to let bim smoke in tbe breakfast parlour 
when she was giving me my music lessons ; and I 
should like to know who could play cinqnapated 
passages in time^ with the smell of tobaeco in 
their nose, and a fidgetty young man reading a 
crackling newspaper^ and killing flies witb bis 
pocket bandkerchief against tbe window. And 
then she sat for Bosalind in his picture. But, 
good gracious me, it's no good going all over it ; 
she led bim on/' 

Mr. Monckton sighed. There wasn't much in 
what his ward had said, but there was quite 
enougb. Eleanor and Launcelot had been happy 
and confidential togetber. They had talked of 
metaphysics, and literature, and poetry, and 
painting. The young artist had lounged away 
the Summer mornings, smoking and idiing, in 
Miss Vane's society. 

There was very little in all this, certainly, but 
quite as much as there generally is in tbe history 
of a modern love affair. The age of romance is 
gone, witb tournaments, and troubadours, and 
knight errantry ; and if a young gentleman now'- 
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a-days spends money in the purchase of a private 
box at Covent Garden^ and an extra guinea for a 
bouquet^ or procures tickets for a fashionable 
flower show^ and is content to pass the better part 
of bis mornings amidst the expensive litter of a 
drawing-room^ watching the white fingers of his 
beloved in the messy mysteries of Decalcomanie, 
he may be supposed to be quite as sincerely 
deroted as if he were to plant his lady's point- 
lace parasol cover in his helmet, and gallop away 
with a view to having his head split open in her 
seryice. 

Mr. Monckton hid his face in his hands, and 
pondered over what he had heard. Yes^ his 
ward's fooiish' talk revealed to hinx all the secrets 
of his wife's heart. He could see the pretty^ 
sunny moming room^ the young man lounging in 
the open window^ with fluttering rose-leaves all 
about his handsome head« He could see Eleanor 
seated at the piano^ making believe to listen to 
her pupil^ and glancing back at her lover. He 
made the prettiest cabinet picture out of these 
materials for his own torment. 

" Do you think Eleanor ever loved Launcelot 
Darrell ? '^ he asked^ by-and-by. 

" Do I think so ? " cried Miss Mason. " Why, 
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of course I do; and that's why she tries to per- 
suade me not to marry him. I love her^ and 
she's very good to me/' Laura added^ hastily, 
half ashamed of having spoken unkindly of the 
friend who had been so patient with her during 
the last few days. *' I love her very dearly ; but 
if she hadn*t cared for Launcelot Darrell, why 
did she go against my marrying him ? " 

Gilbert Monckton groaned aloud. Yes^ it must 
be so. Eleanor had loved Launcelot^ and her 
sudden anger^ her violent emotion, had arisen out 
of her jealousy. She was not a devoted daughter, 
nursing a dream of yengeance against her dead 
father's foe ; but a jealous and vindictive woman, 
bent upon avenging an infidelity against herseif. 

" Laura,*' said Mr. Monckton, " call your maid, 
and teil her to pack your things without a 
moment's delav.'' 

« But why ? '' 

"I am going to take you abroad, — ^imme- 
diately." 

Oh, good gracious ! And Eleanor — " 
Eleanor will stay here. You and I will go to 
Nice, Laura, and eure ourselves of our foUies — ^if 
we can. Don't bring any tmnecessary load of 
luggage. Have your most nseful dresses and 
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your linen packed in a couple of portmanteaus^ 
and let all be ready in an hours time. We mnst 
leave Windsor by the four-o'clock train/' 

" And my wedding things — what am I to do 
with them ? " 

"Pack them up. Burn them, if you like/' 
answered Gilbert Monckton^ leaving bis ward to 
get over her astonisbment as she best migbt. 

He encountered ber maid in tbe passage. 

"Miss Mason's portmanteau must be packed 
in an bour^ Jane^" be said. "I am going to take 
ber away at once for cbange of air." 

Mr. Monckton went down-stairs to bis study, 
and sbuiting bimself in, wrote a very long letter, 
tbe composition of wbicb seemed to give bim a 
great deal of trouble. 

He looked at bis watcb wben tbis letter was 
finisbed, folded, and addressed. It was a quarter 
past two. He went up-stairs once more to 
Laura's dressing-room, and found tbat young 
lady in tbe wildest state of confusion, doing all in 
ber power to binder ber maid, under tbe pretence 
of assisting ber. 

" Put on your bonnet and sbawl and go down- 
stairs, Laura," Mr. Monckton said decisively. 
" Jane will never succeed in packing tbose port- 

VOL. III. L 
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manteaus while you are fidgeting her. 60 down 
into the drawing-room^ and wait there tili the 
boxes are packed and we*re ready to start." 

''Bat mustn't I go and say good-by to 
Eleanor?" 

" Is she still in her own room ? '' 

" Yes^ sir^^ the maid answered^ looking np from 
the portmanteau before which she was kneeling. 
'^ I peeped into Mrs. Monckton's room just now^ 
and she was fast asleep. She has had a great deal 
of fatigue in nursing Miss Mason/' 

"Very well, then, she had better not be dis- 
turbed/' 

''But if I'm going to Nice," remonstrated 
Laura, ''I can't go so fax away without saying 
good-bye to Eleanor. She has been very kind 
to me, you know." 

"I have changed my mind," Mr. Monekton 
Said; "Tve been thinking over the matter, and 
I've decided on not taking you to Nice. Torquay 
will do just as well." 

Miss Mason made a wry face. 

*'I thought I was to have change of scene," 
she Said ; ^' Torquay isn't change of scene, for I 
went there once when I was a child. I might 
have forgotten Launcelot in quite a stränge place, 
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where people talk bad French and wear wooden 
shoes^ and e^erything is different; but I shall 
never forget him at Torquay." 

Gilbert Monckton did not notice bis ward's 
lamentation. 

" Miss Mason will want you witb her, Jane," 
he Said to the girl. "You wiU get yourself 
ready, please, as soon as you've packed those 
portmanteaus." 

He went down-stairs again^ gave bis Orders 
about a carriage to take him to the Station, and 
then walked np and down the drawing-room. 
waiting for his ward. 

In half-an-hour both she and her maid were^ 
ready. The portmanteaus were pnt into the 
carriage — the mail«phaeton which had bronght 
Eleanor to Hazlewood two yeara before — and. 
Mr. Monckton drove away from ToUdale Priory 
without haying uttered a word of adieu to hia 
wife. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

GILB£RT*S LETTER. 

It was late in the aftemoon when Eleanor 
awoke^ aroused by the clanging of the dinner- 
bell in the cupola above her head. She had 
been worn out by her patient attendance upon 
Laura during the last week, and had slept very 
heavily, in spite of her anxiety to hear what had 
happened at the reading of the will. She had 
seen very little of her husband since the night 
of Mr« de Crespigny's death, and^ though the 
coldness and restraint of his manner had much 
distressed her^ she had no idea that he was 
actually alienated from her^ or that he had 
suffered his mind to become filled with suspicions 
against her. 

She opened the door of her room^ went out 
into the corridor, and listened. But all was verv 
still. She could only hear the faint jingling of 
glass and silver in the hall below^ as the old butler 
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went to and fro putting the finishing touches to 
the dinner-table. 

" Mr. Monckton might have come to me to teil 
me about the will," she thought : " he mxist surely 
know how anxious I am to hear what has been 
done." 

She bathed her flushed face, and dressed for 
dinner as usual. She put on a black silk dress 
out of respect for her father's friend, whose 
funeral had been solemnised during her sleep, 
and with a black lace shawl upon her Shoulders 
she went down-stairs to look for her husband. 

She found all very quiet — unnaturaUy quiet. 
It is stränge how soon the absence of an accus- 
tomed inhabitant makes itself feit in a house, 
however quiet the habits of that missing person. 
Eleanor looked into the drawing-room and j;he 
study, and found them both empty. 

"Where is Mr. Monckton? " she asked of the 
old butler. 

'' Grone, ma'am." 

" Gone ! " 

"Yes, ma'am; two hours ago, a'most. You 
knew he was going, didn^t you, ma'am ? " 

The old man's curiosity was excited by Eleanor's 
look of surprise. 
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''Didn't you know as master was a-going to 
take Miss Mason away to the seaside for change 
of tir, ma'am ? " he asked. 

'^ Yes^ yes^ I knew tHat he was going to do so^ 
but not immediatelj. Did Mr» Monckton leave 
no xnessage for me ? " 

'^ He left a letter, ma'am. If s on the xnantel- 
piece in the study." 

Eleanor went to her husband's room with her 
heart beating high^ and her cheeks flushed with 
Indignation against him for the slight he had put 
upon her. Yes ; there was the letter^ sealed with 
his signet-ring. He was not generally in the 
habit of sealing his letters^ so he must have 
looked upon this as one of some importance. 
Mrs. Monckton tore open the envelope. She 
tumed pale as she read the first few lines of the 
letter. It was written over two sheets of note 
paper^ and began thus : — 

" Eleanor^ — 

" When I asked you to be my wife I told 
you that in my early youth I had been deeeived 
by a woman whom I loved very dearly^ though 
not as dearly as I have since loved you. I told 
you this^ and I implored you to remember my 
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blighted youth^ and to have pity upon me. I 
entreated you to spare me the anguish of a second 
betrayal^ a second awakening from my dream of 
happiness. 

'^ Surely^ if you had not been the most cruel 
of women, you would have been touebed by the 
knowledge that I had already suffered so bitterly 
from a woman's treachery^ and you would have 
had mercy upon me. But you had no mercy. 
It suited you to come back to this neighbour- 
hood^ to be near your former lover^ Launcelot 
DarreU." 

The letter dropped from Eleanor's hands as she 
read these words. 

"My former lover!" she cried; "my lover, 
Launcelot Darreil I Can my husband think that? 
Can he think that I ever loved Launcelot 
Darrell ? " 

She picked up the letter^ and seated herseif at 
her husband's writing-table. Then she* deli- 
berately reperused the first page of the lawyer's 
epistle. 

" How could he write such a letter ? " she 
exclaimed indignantly. "How could he think 
such cruel things of me afiber I had told him the 
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truth — ^after I had revealed the secret of my 
Hfe?" 

She went on with the letter : — 

"From the hour of our return to ToUdale, 
Eleanor," wrote Gilbert Monckton^ "I knew the 
truth — the hard and cruel truth — very difficult 
for a man to believe^ when he has built up his 
life and mapped out a happy future under the 
influence of a delusion which leaves him desolate 
when it melts away. I knew the worst. I 
watched you as a man only watches the woman 
upon whose truth his every hope depends, and I 
aaw that you still loved Launcelot Darrell. By 
a hundred evidences^ small in themselves, but 
damning when massed together, you betrayed 
your secret. You had made a mercenary mar- 
riage, looking to worldly advantages to counter- 
balance your sacrifice of feeling; and you found 
too late that the sacrifice was too hard for you 
to bear. 

*'I watched you day by day, and hour by 
hour ; and I saw that as the time for Laura'* 
marriage approached^ you ,grew hourly more 
unhappy, more restless, more impatient nnd 
capricious in your manner towards Launcelot. 
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" On the night of Maurice de Crespigny"'s death 
the storm borst. You met Launcelot Darreil 
in the Woodlands garden — ^perhaps by chance^ 
perhaps by appointment. You tried to dissuade 
him against the marriage with Laura^ as you 
had tried to dissuade Laura from marrying him ; 
and^ failing in this^ you gave way to a frenzy 
of jealousy^ and aceused your false lover of an 
impossible crime. 

"Remember, Eleanor^ I accuse you of no 
deadly sin, no deliberate treachery to me. The 
wrong you have done me lies in the fact that you 
married me, while your heart was still given to 
another. I give you credit for having tried to 
conquer that fatal attachment, and I attribute 
your false accusations against Launcelot Darrell 
to a mad impulse of jealousy, rather than the 
studied design of a base woman. I try to think 
Tfell of you, Eleanor, for I have loved you most 
dearly; and the new life that I had made for 
myself owed all its brightness to my hope of 
winning your regard. But it is not to be so. 
I bow my head to the decree, and I release you 
from a bond that has no doubt grown odious to 
you. 

*' I beg you, therefore, to write me a final letter. 



154 ELBANOR^S YICTORT. 

demanding such terms of Separation as you may 
think fit. Let the ground of our parting be 
incompatibility of temper. Everything shall be 
done to render your position honourable ; and I 
trust to you to preserve the name of Gilbert 
Monckton's wife without taint or blemish. Sig- 
nora Picirillo will no doubt act for you in 
this business^ and consent to assume the position 
of your guardian and friend. I leave you in 
füll possession of ToUdale Priory, and I go to 
Torquay with my ward, whence I shall depart 
for the Continent as soon as our Separation has 
been adjusted, and my business arrangements 
made. 

" My address for the next fortnight will be the 
Post-office, Torquay. 

*' Gilbert Monckton/* 

This was the letter which the lawyer had 
written to his young wife. Its Contents were like 
a thunderbolt in the shock which they caused to 
Eleanor's senses. She sat for a long time reading 
it over and over again. For the first time sinee 
her marriage she put aside the thought of her 
revenge^ and began to think seriously of some- 
thing eise. 
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It was too cruel. Unmixed Indignation was 
the feeling which took possession of her mind. 
She had no comprehension of the despair which 
had filled Gilbert Monckton's breast as he wrote 
that farewell letter. She did not know how the 
strong man had done battle with his suspicions^ 
struggling with every new doubt, and conquering 
it as it arose^ only to be conquered himself at 
last^ by the irresistible force of circumstances^ 
every one of which seemed a new evidence against 
his wife. Eleanor could not know this. She 
only knew that her husband had most bitterly 
wronged her^ and she could feel nothing but 
indignation — yet. 

She tore th^ letter into a hundred fragments. 
She wanted to annihilate its insulting accusa- 
tions. How dared he think so vilely of her ? 
Then a feeling of despair sank into her breast^ 
like Bome actual bürden, chill and heavy, that 
bowed her down to the earth, and for the time 
paralysed her energies. 

Nothing but failure had met her upon every 
side. She had been too late in her attempt to 
see Maurice de Crespigny before his death. She 
had failed to . prove Launcelot Darrell^s guilt ; 
though the evidence of his crime had been in her 
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hands^ thongh she had been henelf tlie witness 
of liis WTong-doing. Eyerytliiiig had been against 
her. The chance which had thrown her across 
the pathway of the very man she ndshed to meet^ 
had only given rise to delusive hopes^ .and had 
resulted in ntter defeat. 

And now she fonnd herseif snspected and 
deserted by her hosband^ — ^the man whom she 
had loved and respected with everjr better feel- 
ing of a generous natore that had become 
warped and stnnted bj the all-absorbing motive 
of her life. In her Indignation against Gilbert 
Monckton^ her hatred of Laoncelot Darrell 
became even more bitter than before^ for it 
was hc who had caused all this — it was he 
whose treachery had been the blight of her 
existence^ from the hour of her father's death 
UDtil now. 

While Eleanor sat thinking over her hnsband's 
letter^ the old butler came to announce din- 
ner, which had been waiting some time for her 
Coming. I fancy the worthy retainer had been 
prowling about the hall meanwhile with the hope 
of surprising the clue to some domestic mystery 
in his mistress's face as she emerged from the 
study. 
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Mrs. Monckton went into the dining-room and 
made a show of eating her dinner. She had a 
motive for doing this^ beyond the desire to keep 
up appearances which seems natural even to the 
most impulsive people. She wanted to hear all 
about Mr. de Crespigny's will, and she knew that 
Jeffreys, the butler, was sure to be pretty well 
informed upon the subject. 

She took her accustomed seat at the dinner- 
table, and Mr. Jeffreys placed himself behind her. 
She took a spoonful of clear soup, and then began 
to trifle with her spoon. 

"Have you heard about Mr. de Crespigny's 
will, Jeffreys ?'' she asked. 

"Well, ma^am, to teil the truth, we had Mr. 
Banks, the baker, from Hazlewood yillage, in the 
servants* hall not a quarter of an hour ago, and 
he do say that Mr. Darreil has got all his great- 
uncle's estate, real and personil, — leastways, with 
the exception of hannuities to the two old mai — 
the Miss de Crespignys, ma^am, and bein^ un- 
common stingy in their dealin's, no one will regret 
as they don't come into the fortune. Sherry, 
ma^am, or 'ock ? " 

Eleanor touched one of the glasses before her 
almost mechanically^ and waited while the old 
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man — ^who was not so skilfal and rapid as lie had 
been in the time of Gilbert Monckton^s father — 
poured out some wine and removed her sonp- 
plate. 

*'Yes, ma'am/* he continued, ''Banks of 
Hazlewood do say that Mr. Darrell have got the 
fortune. He heard it from Mrs. Darrell's 'ouse- 
maid^ which Mrs. Darrell told aU the servants 
directly as she come back from Woodlands^ and 
were all of a tremble like with joy, the ^ouse- 
maid said ; but Mr. Launcelot^ he were as white 
as a sheet, and hadn't a word to say to any one, 
except the foreign gentleman that he is so 
friendly with.^' 

Eleanor paid very little attention to all these 
detaüs. She only thought of the main fact. The 
desperate game which Launcelot had played had 
been successful. The victory was his. 

Mrs. Monckton went from the dinner-table to 
her own room^ and with her own hands dragged a 
portmanteau out of a roomy old-fashioned lumber- 
closet, and began to pack her plainest dresses and 
the necessaries of her simple teilet. 

"I will leave Tolldale to-morrow moming/* 
she said. '^ I will at least prove to Mr. Monckton 
that I do not wish to enjoy the benefits of a 
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mercenary mamage. I will leave this place and 
begin the world again. Kichard was right ; my 
dream of vengeance was a foolish dream. I sup- 
poseitis rights after all, that wicked people shoiild 
succeed in this world, and we must be content 
to stand by and see them triumph." 

Eleanor could not think without some bitter- 
ness of Laura's abrupt departure. She could not 
have been actuated by the same motives that had 
influenced Gilbert Monckton. Why, then, had 
she left without a word of farewell ? Why, Laun- 
celot Darrell was the cause . of this sorrow as 
well as of every other, for it was jealousy about 
him that had prejudiced Laura against her 
friend. 

Early the next moming Eleanor Monckton left 
Tolldale Priory. She went to the Station at 
Windsor in a pony carriage which' had been 
reseryed for the use of herseif and Laura. Mason. 
She took with her only one portmanteaü, her 
desk, and dressing-case. 

*' I am going alone, Martin/' she said to the 
maid whomMr. Monckton had engaged to attend 
upon her. *' You know that I am accustomed to 
wait upon myself, and I do not think you could 
be accommodated where I am going/' 
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" But you will not be away long^ ma'am, shall 
you ? " the young woman asked. 

'^I don't know. I cannot teil you. I have 
written to Mr. Monckton^" Eleanor answered 
hurriedly. 

In the bleak early spring moming she leflk the 
home in which she had known very little happi- 
ness. She looked back at the stately old-fashioned 
mansion with a regretful sigh. 

How happy she miffht have been within those 
ivied walls! How happy she might have been 
with her husband and Laura; but for the one 
hindering cause^ the one fatal obstacle — Launce- 
lot Darrell. She thought of what her life might 
have been, but for the remembrance of that 
solemn vow which was perpetually urging her 
on to its fulfilment. The love of a good man, 
the caressing affection of a gentle girl, the respect 
of every living creature round about her, might 
have been hers ; but for Launcelot Darrell. 

She looked back at the old house, gleaming 
redly behind the leafless branches of the bare 
oaks that sheltered it. She could see the oriel 
window of the moming-room that. Gilbert 
Monckton had fumished on purpose for her, 
the dark crimson of the voluminous curtains. 
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and a Farian Statuette^ of bis own choosing, 
glittering whitely against the red light of the 
fire mithin. She saw all this^ and regretted it; 
bat ber pride was sootbed bj tbe tbougbt tbat 
sbe was running away from tbis luxurious bome, 
and all its elegance^ to go out aloue into a bleak 
uncomfortable world. 

" He sball know, at least^ tbat I did not marry 
bim for tbe sake of a fine bouse and borses 
and carriages/' sbe tbougbt, as sbe watcbed tbe 
terrace cbimneys disappear bebind tbe trees. 
" However meanlj be tbinks of me, be sball bave 
uo cause to tbink tbat/' 

It was still very early in tbe day wben Eleanor 
arrived in London. Sbe was determined not to 
go to tbe Signora, since sbe must relate all 
tbat bad bappened, and would no doubt bave 
considerable difficulty in convincing ber old friend 
that sbe bad cbosen tbe rigbt course. 

*' Tbe Signora would want me to go back to 
Tolldale, and to try and justify myself in tbe 
opinion of Gilbert Monckton/^ Eleanor tbougbt. 
" But I will never bumibate myself to bim. He 
has wronged me; and tbe consequences of tbat 
wrong must rest upon bis own bead.^' 

You see, tbis young lady's -nature was as un- 
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disdplined as it liad been in her girlhood, ivhen 
she flung herseif on her knees in the little 
Parisian Chamber to take an oath of vengeance 
against her father's destroyer. She had not yet 
leamt to snbmit. She had not yet leamt the 
most sublime lesson that the Gospel teaches^ to 
suffer unmerited wrong, and " take it patiently/' 

The letter she had written to Gilbert Monckton 
was very brief . 

'* Gilbert/^ she wrote, "you have most cruelly 
wronged me, and I cannot doubt that the day 
will come in which you will know how baseless 
your suspicions have been. Every word that I 
uttered in Mr. de Crespigny's house upon the 
night of his death was true. I am quite power- 
less to prove my truth^ and I cannot be content 
to see Launcelot Darrell triumph. The mystery 
of the lost will is more than I can comprehend, 
but I declare that it was in my possession five 
minutes before I met you in the garden. If ever 
that will should be found, my justification will 
be found with it. I look to you to watch my 
interests in this matter, but I am quite incapable 
of remaining an inmate of your house while you 
think me the base creature I should be if my 
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accusations against Launcelot Darrell were in the 

slightest degree false. I will never retum to 

ToUdale until my truth has been proved. You 

need not fear that I will do anything to bring 

discredit upon your name. I go out into the 

World to get my own living, as I have done 

before. 

^'Eleanor Monckton/^ 

This letter expressed very little of the indig- 
nation which filled Eleanor^s breast. Her pride 
revolted against the outrage which her husband 
had inflicted upon her; and she suffered all 
the more acutely because beneath her apparent 
indifference there lurked, in the innermost re- 
cesses of her heart^ a true and pure affection for 
this cruel Gilbert Monckton^ whose causeless 
suspicions had so deeply wounded her. 

In Proportion to the strength of her love was 
the force of her indignation^ and she went away 
from Tolldale with angry thoughts raging in her 
breast^ and buoying her up with a factitious 
courage. 

This influenae was still at work when she 
reached London. She had only a few pounds in 
her purse, and it was necessary therefore that 
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she shoiild begin to get her cwn living imme- 
diately. She had thought of this duriDg her 
joTirney between Windsor and London, and had 
determined what to do. She took a cab, and 
drove to a quiet little hotel in the neighbourhood 
,of the Strand, left her portmanteau and other 
packages there, and then walked to a certain 
Institution for governesses in the neighbourhood 
of Cavendish Square. She had been there be- 
fore, during her residence with the Signora, to 
make an inquirj about pupils for the piano- 
forte, but had never given her name to the 
principaJ. 

'* I must call myself by a new name/' she 
thought, " if I want to hide myself from Gilbert 
Monckton and from the Signora. I must write 
to her directly, by-the-by, poor dear, and teil 
her that I am safe and well ; or eise she will be 
making herseif unhappy about me, directly she 
hears I have left ToUdale." 

The principal of the Governesses' Institution 
was a stately maiden lady, with a rustling siik 
dress and glossy braids of grey hair under a cap 
of point lace. She received Eleanor with solemn 
graciousness, demanded her requirements and 
her qualifications, and then, with a gold pencil- 
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case poised lightly between the tips of her taper 
fingers, deliberated for a few minutes. 

Eleanor sat opposite to her, watching her face 
very auxionsly. She wanted some home, some 
asylum, some hiding-place from a world that 
seemed altogether against her» She scarcely 
cared where or what the place of refage might 
be. She wanted to get away from Gilbert 
Monckton, who had wronged and insiüted her; 
and from Launcelot Darrell, whose treachery 
was always streng enough to triumph over the 
truth. 

But of course she didn^t say this. She önly 
Said that she wanted a Situation as musical 
governess, nursery govemess, or companion, and 
that the amonnt of salary was of very little 
importance to her. 

"I understand/' the lady principal replied, 
slowly, "I perfectly understand your feeling, 
Miss — Miss — " 

^' My name is Villars," Eleanor answered 
quickly, looking down at her muff as she spoke. 

The lady principal's eyes followed hers, and 
looked at the muff too. It was a very hand- 
some sable muff, which had cost five-and-twenty 
pounds, and had been given by Mr. Monckton 
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to his wife at tlie beginning of tLe winter. It 
was not at all in accord with Eleanor's piain 
merino dress and woollen shawl^ or with her 
desire to go out as a goyemess without con- 
nderation of salary. Miss Barkham, the lady 
prindpal^ began to look rather snspicionslj at 
herTisitor's handsome face^ and forgot to finish 
the sentence she had commenced. 

^' Yon can command exceUent references^ Miss 
Villars^ I snppose?" she said, coldly. 

Eleanor floshed crimson. Here was an insnr- 
mountable difficulty at the very outset. 

" References," she stammered^ *' will references 
be necessary?" 

'* Most decidedly. We could not think of 
sending out any young lady from this establish- 
ment who could not command first-class refer- 
ences or testimonials. Some people are satisfied 
with written testimonials ; for myself^ I consider 
a personal reference indispensable, and I would 
not upon my owu authority engage any lady 
without one." 

Eleanor looked very much distressed. She 
had no idea of diplomatising or prevaricating. 
She blurted out the truth all at once, nnappalled 
by the stem glances of Miss Barkham. 
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"I can't possibly give you a reference," she 
Said; "mj friends do not know that I am in 
searcli of a Situation^ and tliey must not know 
it. I assure you that I belong to a very respect- 
able family^ and am quite competent to do what 
I profess to do/' 
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Miss Babkham stared at her visitor with a 
look of mingled horror and astonishment. 

"You do not surely imagine^ Miss Villars,'' 
she Said, ''that anybodj wiU engage you in the 
responsible position of governess to their children 
npon no better recommendation tban your oiivn, 
I mnst confess^ ratber confident assertion of your 
merits?'' 

^*I never told a falsehood iu my life, Miss 
Barkbam/' Eleanor answered indignantly. '* If 
I am without a friend wbom I can ask to testify 
to iny respectability, it is on account of circom- 
stances wfaicb — '' 

"To be sure/' exclaimed Miss Barkbam; 
" tbat is the very thing we have to contend 
against. Tbis establisbment is completely over- 
run by yonng ladies who think there is nothing 
easier tban to tum their backs upon their friends 
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and their homes^ and go out into' the world to 
become the instructresses of the rising gene- 
ration. You think me very punctilious and 
strait-laced, I daresay, Miss Villars; but I 
don^t know what wonld become of the rising 
generation if somebody didn't keep watch and 
ward over the doors of the schoolroom. Young 
ladies who choose to feel unhappy in the society 
of their parents; young ladies who are disap- 
pointed in some sentimental affection; young 
ladies who fancy themselves ill-used by their 
eider sisters; young ladies who, from the very 
shallowness of their own minds, cannot be con- 
tented any where, all come to us, and want to go 
out as govemesses, — just for a change, they say, 
in the hope of finding a little employment that 
will divert their minds ; as if they had any minds 
to be diverted ! These are the amateur hangers- 
on of a yery grave and respectable profession, to 
which hundreds of estimable and accomplished 
women have devoted the best and brightest years 
of their lives, These are the ignorant and super- 
ficial pretenders who bring their cheap and 
worthißss wares into the market, in order to 
undersell the painstaking and patient teachers 
who have themselves learned the lessons they 
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profess to teach. And these amateurs will con- 
tinoe to floorish^ Miss Yillars, so long as ladies, 
who woold shudder at the idea of entrosting an 
expensive silk dress to an incompetent diess- 
maker, are willing to confide the care of iheir 
children to an instructress whose highest meiit 
lies in the £act that she is — cheap. I do not wish 
to woond your feelings, Miss YiUars; bnt I 
assnre you I often feel sick at heart^ when I see a 
lady who offers thirtjr years' experience, and all 
the treasures of a mind caref ully and sedulonsly 
cultivated, rejected in favonr of some chit of 
nineteen who can play one showy fantasia, and 
disfigare glass vases with scraps of painted 
paper^ and who will accept twenty pounds a 
yeax in payment of Services that are not worth 
five/' 

Eleanor smiled at Miss Barkham^s energetic 
protest. 

" I daresay you are often very much worried by 
incompetent people/' she said; " but I assure you 
/ have made no attempt to deceive you. I don^t 
profess to do much^ you know. I believe I can 
play pretty well. May I play you something?" 
she asked^ pointing to an open pianoforte at 
one end of the room, a handsome grand, with 
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all Erard's patent improvements^ an inrliicli 
governesses upon their promotion were in the 
habit of showing off. 

" I haye no objection to hear you play/^ Miss 
Sarkham answered; *^but remember, I cannot 
possiblj procure you a Situation without either 
references or testimonials.'^ 

Eleanor went to the piano, took off her gloves, 
and ran her fingers over the keys. She had 
played very little during the last few months, for 
in the feverish preoccupation of her mind she had 
been unequal to any feminine employment; too 
restless and unsettled to do anything but roam 
about the house^ or sit brooding silently^ with her 
hands lying idle in her lap. 

The familiär touch of the keys fiUed her with a 
Strange pleasure ; she was surprised at the bril- 
liancy of her execution^ as good players often are 
after an interval of idleness. She played one of 
Beethoven^s most sparkling sonatas; and even 
Miss Barkham^ who was perpetually listening to 
such Performances^ murmured a few words of 
praise. 

But before Eleanor had been seated at the 
piano more than five minutes^ a servant came into 
the room and presented a card to Miss Barkham^ 
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who rose from her seat with some appearance of 
Texation. 

'^ SeaOy, I scarcely know wliat to do about it," 
she mnttered to herseif. '^ Ifs almost impossible 
to arrange anything at such yery short notice. 
Excuse me^ Miss Yillars," she added^ aloud^ to 
Eleanor^ *' I am obliged to see a lady in the next 
room. Don't go nntil I retum/* 

Eleanor bowed^ and went on playing. She 
finished the sonata ; and then^ suddenlj catching 
sight of her wedding-ring and the thick band of 
gold studded with diamonds that her husband had 
given her on her wedding-day^ she stopped to 
draw the tvro rings off her finger^ and put them 
into her purse amongst the few sovereigns that 
formed her whole stock of worldly wealth. 

She sighed as she did this^ for it seemed like 
putting off her old life altogether. 

" It's better so/' she said to herseif; *' I know 
now that Gilbert must have thought me false to 
him from the very first. I can understand his 
cold reserve now, though it used to pnzzle me so 
much. He changed almost immediately after 
our marriage." 

Eleanor Monckton grew very pensive as she 
remembered that she had been perhaps herseif to 
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blame for the altered manner, and no doubt 
equally altered feelinga^ of her husband. She 
had neglected her duty as a wife^ absorbed in her 
affection as a daughter; she had sacrificed the 
living to the dead ; and she began to think that 
Richard Thornton's advice had been iviser than 
she had believed when she refused to listen to it. 
She had been wrong altogether. Classic yows of 
vengeance were all very well in the days when a 
Medea rode upon flying dragons and slaughtered 
her children upon principle; bat a certain in- 
spired teacher, writing a very long time after 
that much-to-be-regretted classic age, has declared 
that vengeance is the right of divinity alone^ and 
far too terrible an attribute to be tampered with 
by fallible mortals^ blindly hurling the bolts of 
Heaven against each other^'s earthly heads. 

She thought this, and grew very melancholy 
and uncomfortable, and began to fancy that her 
impulses had been about the worst guides that 
she could have chosen. She began to think that 
she had not acted so very wisely in running away 
from Tolldale Priory in the first heat of her 
Indignation, and that she might have done bet- 
ter perhaps by writing a temperate letter of 
justific^tion to Gilbert Monckton, and' quietly 
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abiding the issue. Sut she had chosen her path 
now^ and must stand by her choice^ on pain 
of appearing the weakest and most cowardly of 
women. 

"My letter is posted," she said to herseif. 
" Gilbert will receive it to-morrow moming. I 
should be a coward to go back ; for^ however mach 
I may have been to blame in the matter, he has 
treated me very badly.*' 

She wiped away some tears that had come into 
her eyes as she took the rings from her wedding 
finger^ and then began to play again. 

This time she dashed into one of the liveUest 
and most brilliant fantasias she could remember^ 
a very pot pourri of airs ; a scientific hodge-podge 
of Scotch melodies ; now joyous^ now warlike and 
savage^ now plaintive and tender; always ca- 
pricious in the extreme^ and running away every 
now and then into the strängest yariations, the 
most eccentric cadences. The piece was one of 
Thalberg's chef-cPceuvres, and Eleanor played it 
magnificently. As she Struck the final chords^ 
sharp and rapid as a rattling peal of musketry, 
Miss Barkham re-entered the room. 

She had the air of being rather annoyed^ and 
she hesitated a little before speaking to Eleanor^ 
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who rose from the piano and began to put on her 
gloves. 

'^Really, Miss Villars/' slie said, "it is most 
incomprehensible to me^ but since Mrs. Lennard 
herseif wishes it, I — " 

She stopped and fidgeted a little with the gold 
pencil-case hanging to her watch-chain. 

*^ I can't.at all understand this sort of t^iing," 
she resumed; "however, of course I wash my 
hands of all responsibility. Have you any 
objection to travd, Miss Villars?" she asked 
snddenly. 

Eleanor opened her eyes with a look of 
astonishment at this abrupt question. 

" Objection to travel ? '' she repeated ; " I-— " 

"Have you any objection to go abroad — to 
Paris, for instance— if I could obtain you a Situa- 
tion?^' 

" Oh, no/' Eleanor answered, with a sigh, ''not 
at all ; I would just as soon go to Paris as any- 
where eise." 

*' Very well, then, if that is the case, I think I 
can get you a Situation immediately. There is a 
lady in the next room who was here yesterday, 
and who really gave nie a most severe headache 
with her fidgety, childish ways. However/ she 
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wants to meet with a young lady as a companion 
immediately — that is the grand diflSculty. She 
leaves London for Paris by this evening's mail, 
and she put off engaging the person she required 
until yesterday afternoon, when she came to me 
in a fever of anxiety, and wanted me to introduce 
her to a lady instanter. She stopped all the 
afternoon in the next room, and I took ever so 
many young ladies in to her^ all of whom seemed 
well qualified for the Situation^ which really de- 
mands very little. But not one of them would 
suit Mrs. Lennard. She was very polite to them^ 
and made all kinds of affable Speeches to them, 
and dismissed them in the most ladylike manner; 
and then she told me afterwards that she didn't 
take a fancy to them, and she was determined not 
to engage any one she didn't take a fancy to, as 
she wanted to be very fond of her companion, and 
make quite a sister of her. That was what she 
Said, and, good gracious me," cried Miss Barkham, 
" how am I to find her somebody she can take a 
fancy to, and make a sister of, at a quarter-of-an- 
hour's notice ? I assure you, Miss Villars, my 
head feit quite in a whirl after she went away 
yesterday afternoon ; and it's beginning to be in 
a whirl again now.'^ 
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Eleanor wsdted very patiently while Miss Bark- 
ham endeavoiired to collect her scattered senses. 

" I call scarcely hope this very capricious lady 
will take a fancy to me/' she said^ smiling. 

Why, my dear/^ exclaimed Miss Barkham, 

that's the very thing I came to teil you. Slie 
hos taken a fancy to you/* 

"Taken a fancy to me!" repeated Eleanor; 
" but she has not seen me/^ 

" Of course not, my dear. But she really is the 
most confusing^ I may almost say bewildering, 
person I ever remember meeting with. I was in 
the next room talking to this Mrs. Lennard^ who 
is very pretty and fashionable-looking^ only a little 
untidy in her dress^ when you began to play that 
Scotch fantasia. Mrs. Lennard stopped to listen^ 
and after she had listened a few moments^ she 
cried out suddenly^ ' Now, I dare say that's an old 
frump? ' I said, * What, ma'am ? ** for, upon my 
Word, my dear, I didn't know whether she meant 
the picce, or the piano, or what. ' I dare say the 
lady who*s playing is an old frump,' she said. 
'Old irumps almost alw-ays play well; in point of 
fact, old frumps are generally very clever. But 
I'm determined not to have any one I can't make 
a sister of ; and I must have one by three o'clock 
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this afternoon^ or Major Lennard will be cross^ and 
I shall go mad/ Well, Miss Villars, I told Mrs. 
Lennard your age, and described your appeaxance 
and manners, that is to say, as well as I was able 
to do so after onr very brief acquaintance, and I 
bad no sooner finished, tban sbe exclaimed, ' That 
will do ; if sbe can play Scotcb melodies like that, 
and is nice, I'll engage her/ I then explained to 
Mrs. Lennard that you could give no references ; 
^ and that of course,' I added, ' would be an in- 
superable objection ;' but she interrupted me in a 
manner that woüld have appeared very impertinent 
in any one but her, and eried out, ' Insuperable 
fiddlesticks ! If she^s nice, I'U engage her. She 
can play to me all the morning while I paint upon 
velret / and you're to come with me, please Miss 
Villars, and be introduced to her." 

Eleanor took up her muff and foUowed Miss 
Barkham on to the landing, but at this moment , 
three ladies appeared upon the top stair, and the 
principal of the establishment was called upon to 
receive them. 

" If you*ll go in by yourself, my dear,'' she 
whispered to Eleanor, pointing to the door of the 
back drawing-room, " I shall be much obliged ; 
you'll find Mrs. Lennard a most affable persona' 



MBS. UAJOK LENNASD. 179 

Eleanor readily assented. She opened tbe door 
and went into the primly-fumished back drawing- 
room. Mrs. Major Lennard was a little woman, 
and she was standing on tiptoe upon the hearth- 
rug, in Order to survey herseif in the chinmey- 
glass while she re-arranged the pale blue strings of 
her black yelvet bonnet. Eleanor paused near the 
door^ waiting for her to tum round^ and wondering 
what she was like^ as the face in the glass was not 
visible from where Mrs. Monckton stood. 

The lady emplojed a considerable time in the 
important Operation of tying her bonnet-strings, 
then suddenly hearing the rustliug of Eleanor*s 
dress as she advanced a few paces^ Mrs. Lennard 
uttered an exclamation^ and turned round, 

" You naughty girl, you quite startled me," she 
eried. 

Not so much as she had startled Eleanor^ who 
could not repress a cry of surprise at the sight of 

L 

her face. It was a very pretty face, very young- 
looking, though Mrs. Major Lennard was nearly 
forty years of age. A fair childish face, with pink 
cheeks, turquoise-blue eyes, and the palest, softest 
bands of fiaxen hair; rather an insipid, Oerman 
kind of beauty, perhaps, but yery perfect of its 
kind« 
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Sut that wbicli had startled Eleanor was not the 
babyish^ delicate prettiness of the face^ but the 
strong resemblance which it bore to Laura Mason. 
It was the same face after twenty years, not of 
wear and tear, but of very careful preservation. 
This lady^ in appearance and manner^ was exactly 
what Laura must most surely become if she lived 
to be seven-and-thirty years of age. 
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Eleanor was so completely bewildered by this 
extraordinary likeness that she remained for some 
nioments staring at Mrs. Major Lennard in silent 
surprise. 

" Goodness me, my dear ! *' exclaimed the lady, 
" how astonished you look ! I hope I*m not a 
GUY. Frederick — ^that^s Major Lennard^ you 
know — ^never liked this bonnet^ and really I*m 
beginning quite to dislike it myself. I do think 
its pokey. But never mind that, my dear Miss — 
Villars, I think Miss Sarkham said, — a very nice 
person, Miss Barkham, isn^t she ? but rather prim. 
Tve got all sorts of business to settle between 
this and eight o'clock, for Fred will travel by the 
night mail, because he sleeps all the way, and of 
course that makes the journey shorter — ^in conöe- 
quence of which IVe never seen Dover, except in 
the dark, and I always think of it with the lamps 
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lighted and the pier slippery, and everybodjr 
Iiarrying and pushing, like a place in a dream. 
But the first question^ my dear, that weVe got to 
settle^ is wbether you like me^ and think you could 
make a sister of me ? ^^ 

This question^ asked very eagerly, was really 
too mach for poor Eleanor. 

" Oh please donH look so surprised/^ Mrs. Len- 
nard exclaimedi entreatingly; '^ you make me 
fancy I'm a guy^ and yon see there^s really no time 
to be lost, and we must decide immediately, if you 
please. I was here all yesterday afternoon, and 
I saw l^ons of ladies, but there wasn't one that 
I could take a fancy to, and my only motive for 
engaging a companion is to have somebody that 
I shall like very much, and always feel at home 
with, and I want some one who can play the 
piano and be agreeable and lively, and I'm sure 
you're the very person, dcar, and if you only 
think you can like me as well as I'm sure I shall 
like you, we can settle the business at once/' 

" But you know that I can give you no refer- 
ences/' Eleanor said, hesitatingly. 

" Of course I do/^ answered Mrs. Lennard. 
'' Miss Barkham told me all about it. As i^ I 
ihought you^d committed a murder, or done some- 
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thing horrid, just because you can't ponnce upon 
half-a-dozen people ready to declare you're an ua- 
canonised saint all in a moment. I like your looks, 
my dear^ and when I like people's looks at first 
sight, I generally like them afterwards. And you 
play magnificently^ I only wish I could; and I 
used to play the overture to ^ Semiramide ' before 
I was married, but as Frederick doesn^t like over- 
tures^ and as we've been scampering about the 
World eyer since^ in the cabins of sbips, and in 
tents, and all sorts of places where you couldn^t 
have pianos unless you bad tbeih made on pur« 
pose^ without legs, iVe gone backwards in my 
music tili I can^t play so much as a polka^ without 
skipping the difficult parts/' 

Mrs. Lennard went on to say that the matter 
of salary was a question to be settled between 
Miss Villars and the major. 

" I always leave money matters to Frederick/' 
she said^ " for though he can^t add up the bills^ he 
looks as if he could^ and that's aome check upon 
people. But you'U have to wait for your quarter's 
money now and then^ I dare say^ dear, because 
we*re often a little behind-hand, you know^ and if 
you don't mind that, it^U be all the better for you, 
as Fred's almost sure to give you a silk dress. 
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when your quarter comes due and he can^t pay 
you; that's what he calls a sop to Cerberus, 
and I*m sure the money he spends in keeping 
people ^sweet^' as he calls it, would keep ns 
altogether if we paid ready money. Now, is it 
a settled thing, Miss Villars ? Will you accept 
the Situation?'' 

Eleanor assented without hesitation. She heard 
very little of Mrs. Lennard's good-natured babble. 
Her whole mind was absorbed by the sense of her 
defeat^ and by the feeling that she had no further 
Chance of vietory over Launcelot Darrell. She 
despaired^ but she did not submit. She was only 
desperate andreckless^ ready to go anywhere^ and 
finish the useless remainder of her existence any- 
how. She was not prepared to begin a new life 
upon a new plan, casting the old scheme of her 
life behind her, as a mistake and a delusion. She 
was not able to do this yet, 

While Mrs. Lennard was gathering together a 
lot of frivolons-looking little whity-brown paper 
parcels that seemed to bear a strong family resem- 
blance to herseif, Miss Sarkham came into the 
room to ascertain the result of the interview be- 
tween the two ladies. Mrs. Lennard expressed 
herseif in the xnost rapturous manner about 
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Eleauor^ paid some small fee for the benefit of 
tbe institution^ and departed^ carrying her parcels 
and taking Eleanor with her. 

She allowed her companion to assist her with 
the parcels^ after a little good-natured contention^ 
and at the nearest corner summoned a cab which 
was dawdling lazilj along. 

" Of course the man will overcharge ns," Mrs. 
Lennard said, " but we must be prepared for that, 
and really Td rather be overcharged than have a 
row, as we generally have when I*m with the 
major, and summonses and coanter-summonses^ 
and all sorts of disagreeables ; not that I mind 
that half so mach as foreign cabmen, who get 
excited^ and dance upon the pavement and make 
wild noises if you don't satisfy them; and I*m 
sure I don't know what would satisfy foreign 
cabmen." 

Mrs. Lennard took out her watch^ which was 
a pretty little Oeneva toy with'an enamelled back, 
ornamented with the holes that had once held 
diamonds. An anxious and intensely stiidious 
expression came over Mrs. Lennard's face as she 
looked at this watch^ which was overweighted 
by a heap of incomprehensible charms^ amongst 
which chaotic mass of golden frivolity^ a skeleton^ 
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a watering-pot^ a coffin, and a Dutch oveu were 
distinguishable. 

^' It*s half-past five by me/^ Mrs. Lennard said^ 
after a profound contemplation of the Geneva^ 
'' so I sliould think it must be about a quarter to 
three/' 

Eleanor took out her own watcb and setüed tbe 
question. It was only half-past two. 

" Then I*ve gained another quarter of an hour," 
exclaimed Mrs. Lennard ; ^' that's the worst of 
pretty watches^ they always will go too much^ 
or eise stop altogether. Freddy bought me my 
watch^ and he gave me my choice as to whether 
he should spend the ]money in piirple enamel 
and diamonds^ or works^ and I chose the purple 
enamel. But then^ of course I didn^t know the 
diamonds would drop out directly/' Mrs. Lennard 
added^ thoughtfuUy. 

She drove about to half-a-dozen shops^ and col- 
lected more whity-brown paper parcels^ a band- 
box^ a bird-cage^ a new carpet-bag^ a dog's coUar^ 
a packet of tea, and other incongruous merchan- 
dize, and then ordered the man to drive to the 
Great Northern Hotel. 

''We're staying at the Great Northern, my 
dear/' she said, after giving this order. '^We 
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yery ofteu stay at hotels^ for Frederick thinks it's 
cheaper to pay fifteen Shillings a day for your 
rooms than to have a house^ and servants' wages^ 
and coals and candles^ and lard^ and blacklead^ 
and hearthstone^ and all tliose little things that 
mn away with so mucli money. And I should 
like the Great Northern very much if the corridors 
weren't so long and the waiters so stern. I 
always think waiters at grand hoteis are stern. 
They seem to look at one as if they knew one 
was thinking of the bül, and trying to calculate 
whether it wonld be nnder ten ponnds. But^ 
oh^ good gracious ! ^^ exclaimed Mrs. Lennard, 
suddenly^ "what a selfish ereature I am, I've 
quite forgotten all this time that of course yoa''ll 
want to go home to your mamma and papa, and 
teil them where you're going, and get your boxes 
packed, and all that.'' 

Eleanor shook her head with a sad smile. 

'^ I have no motlier or father to consult/' she 
Said ; '^ I am an orphan.'^ 

"Are you?^' eried Mrs. Lennard; "then it 
must have been our destiny to meet, for I am an 
orphan, too. Ma died while I was a baby, and 
poor pa died soon after my marriage. He was 
disappointed in my marriage, poor dear old thing, 
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tlioogh I'm glad to tliink it wasn't that^ but gont 
in the stomach, that killed him. Bat you^ll want 
to see your friends, Miss Villars, won't you, before 
you leave London ? ^' 

'^No/' Eleanor answered; '^I shall write to 
the only friends I have. I don't want to see 
any one ; I don't want any one to know where I 
am going. I left my portmanteau at an botel in 
Norfolk Street, and I shall be glad if you will let 
me call for it/' 

Mrs. Lennard gave the necessary order; the 
cabman drove to the hotel where Eleanor had 
left her portmanteau^ and thence to the Great 
Northern, where Mrs. Lennard conducted her 
new companion to a very handsome apartment on 
the ground-floor, opening into a palatial bed- 
chamber, whose splendour was a good deal im- 
paired by the circumstances that the stately 
Arabian bed, the massive easy-chairs, the sofa, 
the dressing-table, and even the washhand-stand 
were loaded with divers articles of male and 
female attire, which seemed to have been flung 
here and there by some harmless maniac dis- 
porting himself about the room. 

In the very centre of all this disorder, upon a 
great black leather military travelling-case, sat a 
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big broad-chested man of about forty, with a 
good-natured, sun-burnt face, a very iierce aubum 
moustache, and a thick stubble of crisp, wavy, 
auburn hair, cut close to bis bead, in the develop- 
ment of which a disciple of Mr. George Coombe 
would have scarcely discovered the organs that 
make a man either a general or a pbilosopber. 
This sun-burnt, good-humoured looking gentle- 
man had taken off bis coat for the better accom- 
plishment of bis berculean labours ; and, with bis 
arms folded and bis legs crossed, with an em- 
broidered slipper balanced upon the extremity of 
bis toes, and a meerscbaum pipe in bis moutb, he 
sat resting bimself, after taking the initiatory 
step of dragging .everything out of tbe drawers 
and wardrobe. 

" Ob, you lazy Freddy ! ^' cried Mrs. Lennard, 
looking in at her lord and maSter with a reproacb- 
ful countenance^ "is that all youVe done?*' 

" Wbere's the blue barege with tbe flounces to 
go ? ^^ roared the major in the voiee of an amiable 
Stentor. "I couldn't do anytbing tili I knew 
that, and I've been waiting for you to come home. 
Have you got a companion ? " 

" Husb l yes ! she*s in the next room ; such a' 
dear, and awfully pretty. If you stare at her 
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mucli I shall be jealous^ ¥reddj, for you know 
you are a starer, though you never will confess it. 
Pve seen you, in Begent Street, when youVe 
thought I've been looking at the bonnets," added 
tbe lady, reproachfnlly. 

XJpou tbis the major got up, and, liflbing bis 
wife in bis arms, gare ber soeb a bug as a well- 
disposed bear migbt bave bestowed upon tbe 
partner of bis den. Major Lennard was abont six 
feet one and a balf in tbe embroidered slippers, and 
was as strong as a gladiator in good training. 

" Come and be introduced to ber," exclaimed 
Mrs. Lennard ; and sbe led ber busband, in bis 
sbirt-sleeves, notbing abasbed, into tbe adjoining 
sitting-room. 

The majores conversational powers were not 
very startling. He made a few remarks about 
the weather, which were more courteous tban 
original. He asked Eleanor if she was bungry, if 
sbe would have luncheon, or wait for a six o^clock 
dinner, and if she was a good sailor. Then, 
Coming suddenly to a stand still, be demanded 
soda water and brandy. 

It was the habit of tbis amiable man to reqnire 
this beverage on every possible oecasion. He was 
by no means a drunkard, though he was one of 



GOING BACK TO PARIS. 191 

thoae good-natured noisy creatures who can never 
be conviyial vithout getting tipsy ; but bis exist« 
ence was one perpetual absorption of soda water 
and brandy. Why be drank this mixture^ wbich 
tbe uninitiated are apt to eonsider insipid, was 
a mysteiy only to be explained by himself. He 
could not bave been perpetually tbirsty ; and I am 
inclined to tbink that tbis soda water and brandy 
was tbe desperate resource of a feeble intellect 
craviDg some employment, ratber tban a pbysical 
want. 

Tbe major and bis wife retired to tbe bedroom 
and began tbeir packing. Wben matters grew 
very desperate Eleanor was summoned as a forlorn 
hope^ and did ber best to reduce tbe chaos into 
sometbing like order. Tbis process occupied tbe 
time imtil six o'dock, wben tbe major put on bis 
coat and sat down to dinner. 

But even during dinner tbe packing business 
was not altogetber snspended^ for every now and 
tben, wben there was a little pause in tbe ban- 
quet, Mrs. Lennard jumped up from tbe table, 
and ran into tbe next room witb ber workbox, or 
ber deak, or sometbing from tbe mantelpiece or 
one of tbe sofa-tables — sometimes a book, some- 
timea a paper-knifci a tbimble^ a pair of sdasors^ a 
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pen-wiper, or a packet of envelopes, — and then 
scampered back to her place before the waiter 
re-entered the room, and tried to look as if she 
hadn^t left her seat. The major meanwhile 
"worked steadily on with bis knife and fork, only 
looking up from bis plate to attend to the wants 
of Eleanor and bis Tvife. 

At last everything was ready. The addresses 
were fastened to the boxes and portraanteaus. A 
bewildering canary bird — which rejoiced in every 
kind of noise and confusion^ and had been ex- 
cruciatingly loud and shrill all the afternoon^was 
inducted into the new brass cage which Mrs. 
Leonard had bought for it. A sharp little black- 
and-tan terrier, the property of the major, was 
invested in the new coUar, and securely padlocked ; 
Eleanor and Mrs. Lennard put on their shawls and 
bonnets ; the major made himself gigantic by the 
addition of a rough great-coat, a Scotch plaid, and 
half-a-dozen yards of wooUen comforter to bis 
normal bulk ; the bill was paid at the very last 
moment, while the luggage was being piled npon 
the top of an extra cab ; and Major Lennard and 
bis companions departed at a rattling pace for the 
London Bridge terminus. There was just time 
enough for the major to get the tickets and choose 



GOING BACK TO FABIS. 103 

a comfortable carriage^ before tlie train started. 
Away they flew through the darkness of the bleak 
Marcb night, and Eleanor feit that every^ tbrob of 
the shrieking engine made the step that she had 
taken more irrevocable. 

" There was not a word in Gilberts letter that 
expressed sorrow at parting from me/' she thought. 
" I had worn out his love, I suppose." 

It was eleven o'clock when they got to Dover. 
Major Lenuard slept all the way, with the lappets 
of his travelling cap, which was a sort of woollen 
caricature of a Knight Templar*s helmet, drawn 
dosely over his ears. Mrs. Lennard, who was 
very wide awake all the time, sat opposite to her 
husband, with the canary bird on her lap. He 
had grown quiet at last, and had retired from the 
World nnder a tent of green-baize. The bird's 
mistress made up for his silence by talking inces« 
santly throughout the joumey ; but it only seemed 
to Eleanor as if she had a second Laura for her 
companion, and the succession of her own sad 
thoughts was scareely broken by Mrs. Lennard's 
«onversation. 

They arrived in Paris the next moming in time 
for breakfast at the great Hotel du Palais, a 
fnonstrous building, newly erected, and rieh in 

TOL. m. 
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the glitter of gilding and the glow of colour. 
Here the major took up bis abode, after delibe- 
rately expounding to bis wife and Eleanor tbe 
tbeory tbat tbe best and most expensive boteis 
are always tbe ebeapest — in tbe end. Tbis moral 
bad been tbe rule of tbe majores life^ and bad 
yery often brougbt bim alarminglynear tbe awful 
abysses of insolvencjr. 

Tbe gorgeous apartments in wbicb Eleanor 
found berself were yerj imlike tbe low-ceilinged 
little sitting-room in tbe Kue de l'Arcbey^ue ; 
but ber mind went back to tbat sad time. never- 
tbeless. Sbe spent tbe moming in tbe agreeable 
employment of unpacking Mrs. Lennard's ward- 
robe^ wbile tbe major and bis vife sailed ont of 
tbe great botel to sun tbemselyes in tbe Bue 
Bivoli and on tbe Bonlevards^ and to wind up 
vitb a drive in tbe Sois^ and a little dinner at 
y^four's. Wben sbe bad eompleted tbis most 
wearisome task, and bad arranged all tbe scraps 
of lace and ribbons^ tbe gloves and collars^ and 
feminine furbelows^ in a bubl cbest of drawers 
and a^ gorgeous ebony and gold wardrobe^ Mrs. 
Monckton put on ber bonnet and sbawl, and went 
out into tbe busy street« 
Tbe tears rusbed up to ber eyes as sbe look^d 
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at the bright vista before her, and beard the roll 
of the drum, and the tramp of soldiers^ feet in the 
Courts of the Louvre. Yes, there was the street 
along which she had walked by her father's side 
on the last day of bis blighted life. Her hands 
elenched themselves involuntarily as she remem- 
bered that day; and that other bitter day of 
anguish in which she had knelt upon the ground 
and swom to be revenged upon George Yane's 
enemy. 

How had she kept her oath? She smiled 
bitterly as she thought of the four years that had 
passed since then, and the stränge chance that 
had flung Launcelot Darreil in her way. 

''I went away from this place while he was 
here/* she thought. "I come back to it now 
that he is in England. Is it my destiny, I wonder^ 
always to fail in everything I attempt ? ^' 

She went to the Kue de l'Archeveque. Nothing 
was changed. The same butcher was busy in the 
shop ; the same faded curtains of äowered damask 
hung behind the Windows. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

MARGARET LENNARD's DELINQÜENCIES. 

Mrs. Major Lennarb was yery kind to 
Eleanor^ and if kindness and friendliness on tlie 
part of lier employers could have made Mrs. 
Moncktou comfortable^ she might have been en* 
tirely so in her new position. 

Sut comfort was a noun Substantive whose very 
meaning must^ I think^ have been utterly incom- 
prehensible to Major and Mrs. Lennard. They 
had married very ypung^ had started in life all 
wrong, and had remained in a perpetual state of 
muddlOj both mental and^ physical^ ever since. 
They were like two ehildren who had played at 
being grown-up people for twenty years or so; 
and who were as entirely childish in their play 
now as they had been at the very beginning. To 
live with them was to exist in an atmosphere of 
bewilderment and eonfusion; to have any deal- 
ings whatever with them was to plunge at once 
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into a chaos of disorder, out of which the clearest 
intellect could scarcely emerge without having 
süffered complete disorganisation. The greatest 
misfortune of these two people was the likeness 
they bore to eaeh other. Had Major Lennard 
been a man of vigorous intellect and streng will^ 
or had he been merely possessed of the average 
allowance of common sense^ he might have mied 
his wife, and introduced some dement of order 
into his existence. On the other hand^ if Mrs. 
Lennard had been a sensible woman she would no' 
doubt have henpecked her husband^ and wonla 
have rescued the good-natured soldier from a 
hundred foUies^ by a well-timed frown^ or a sharp 
matronly nudge^ as the occasion might demand. 

Bat they were both alike. They were two 
oyergrown chUdren of forty years of age; and 
they looked npon the world as a great play-room^ 
whose inhabitants had no better occupation than 
to find amnsement^ and shirk the schoolmaster. 
They were generous and kind-hearted to a degree 
that^ in the opinion of their wiser acquaintance^ 
bordered upon foolishness. They were imposed 
upon on every side^ and had been imposed upon 
during twenty years^ without acquiring any moral 
wealth in the way of wisdom^ from their yery 
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costly experience. The major had within tlie last 
twelve months lefit the army on half-pay^ on the 
death of a maiden aunt, wbo had left him eight 
hundred a year. Up to the date of receiving this 
welcome legacy^ the soldier and bis wife had been 
compelled to exist upon Major Lennard^s pay^ 
eked out by the help of stray benefactions which 
he reeeived from time to time from bis rieh 
relatives. The family to which the ponderous 
officer belonged was yery numerous and aristo- 
cratiCj owning as its chief a marquis, wbo was 
nncle to the major. 

So the two big children had decided upon 
enjoying themselves yery much for the rest of 
their days^ and as a commencement of this new 
life of idleness and enjoyment, Major Lennard had 
brought bis wife to Paris, wbence they were to go 
to Baden*Baden^ to meet some of the major's 
aiistocratic cousins. 

" He might come in for the title himself, my 
dear/' Mrs. Lennard told Eleanor, " if seventeen 
of bis first cousins^ and first cousins once removed, 
would" die. But^ as I told poor papa^ when be 
grumbled at my marrying so badly^ you can't 
expect seventeen cousins to go off all in a minute^ 
just to obbge us by making Freddy a marquis.*' 
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Perhaps ^othing could have.been happier for 
Eleanor than this life of confusioi]^ this scrambling 
and unsettled existence^ in which the mind was 
kept in a tnmult by trifling cares and agitations ; 
for in this perpetual disorganisation of her intel« 
lect^ the lonely girl had no time to think of her 
own troubles, or of the isolated position which 
she had chosen for herseif. It was only at night^ 
when she went to bed, in a small apartment yery 
high up in the Hotel du Palais^ and about a 
qnarter of an honr^s walk from the Chamber of 
the major and his wife^ that she had time to 
think of Lanncelot DarrelPs triumph and her 
husband^s unjust suspicions ; and eren then she 
could rarely brood very long upon her troubles, 
for she was generally exhausted alike in mind and 
body by the confusion and excitement of the day^ 
and more likely to fall asleep and dream of her 
sorrows than to lie awake and think of them. 

Those dreams 'were more troublesome to her 
than all the bewilderment of the day^ for in them 
she was perpetually renewing the old struggle 
with Launcelot Darrell, perpetually upon the eve 
of Tictory, but never quite victorious. 

The major lingered in Paris much longer than 
he had intended^ for the big children found the 
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city of boalerards a most deüghtfal playgroimd, 
and frittered away a great deal of monej lipon 
expensiye dinnen at renowned restaorant^ ioes, 
opera tickets^ new bonnets, Fiyer's gloves, Lnbin's 
perfumes, and coach hire. 

Thejr stopped at tbe Hotel du Palais^ stQl act- 
ing on the major's theorj^ that the moat expensive 
liotels are the cheapest — in tlie end. They dined 
occasionally at the table-d^iote, with two or tliree 
hnndred companions^ and wasted a good deal of 
time in the great saloons^ playing at bagatelle, 
peering into stereoscopes^ tnming OTer the daily 
papers^ reading stray paragraphs here and there, 
or poring over a chapter of a romance in the 
feuiUeton, nntil bronght to a standstill by a dis- 
heartening abondance of difficnlt words. 

After breakfast^ the major left his wife and her 
companion, either to loll in the reading-room^ to 
stroll abont the great stone qnadrangle, smoking 
eigarSy and drinking occasional brandy and soda, 
or to read the English papers at Galignani's^ or 
to wait for the post^ or to meet a British acquaint- 
ance at Hill's cafe, or to stare at the raw yoong 
soldiers exercising in the conrtyards of the Lonvre, 
or the copper-faced Zonayes who had done snch 
wonderfiil work in the Crimea; or perhaps to 
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stumble across some hoary-headed Veteran who 
had fought under Napoleon the First, to make 
friendly speeches to liim in bad French, with 
every verb in a bewilderingly impossible tense, 
and to treat liim to little glasses of pale cognac. 

Then Mrs. Lennard brought out her frame and 
her colonr-box, and her velvets and brushes, and 
all the rest of her implements, and plunged at 
once into the delightful pursuit of painting upon 
velvet — an accomplishment which this lady had 
only newly acquired in six lessons for a guinea, 
during her last brief sojoum in London. 

" The young person vho taught me called her- 
seif Madame Äscanio de Brindisi — but, oh ! Miss 
Villars, if ever there was a Cockney in this world, 
I think she was one — and she said in her adver- 
tisement, that anybody could eam five pounds 
a-week easily at this elegant and delightful occu- 
pation ; but I^m sure I donH know how 7 should 
ever eam five pounds a week, Miss Villars, for 
I've been nearly a month at this one sofa cushion, 
and it has eost five-and-thirty Shillings already, 
and isn't finished yet, and the major doesn't like 
to see me work, and Vm obliged to da it while 
he^s out ; just as if it was a crime to paint upon 
velvet. If you would mend those gloves, dear^ 
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that are split across tlie thumb — and really Piver^s 
gloves at four francs^ fiye-and-twenty what's its 
names f onglitii't to do so^ though the major says 
ifs my own faulte because I will buy six-and-a- 
quarters — I should be so much obliged/' Mrs. 
Lennard added^ entreatingly^ as sbe seated herseif 
at her work in one of the long Windows, "I 
shall get on splendidly/* she exclaimed, "if the 
Emperor doesn't go for a drive ; but if he does, I 
must leave off my work and look at him — he's 
such a dear ! '^ 

Eleanor was very wiUing to make herseif what 
the advertisements call *' generally usefiil/' to the 
lady who had engaged her. She was a veiy high- 
spirited girl^ we know^ quick to resent any insult^ 
sensitive and proud ; but she had no false pride. 
She feit no shame in doing what she had under- 
taken to do ; and if, for her own convenience, she 
had taken the Situation of a kitchen-maid, she 
would have performed the duties of that Situation 
to the best of her ability. So she mended Mrs. 
Lennard's gloves, and damed that lady's delicate 
hice coUars, and tried to infuse something like 
Order into her toilette, and removed the damp 
ends of cigars, which it was the majores habit to 
leave about upon every available piece of für- 
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niture^ and made herseif altogether so useful that 
Mrs. Lennard declared that she would hence- 
forward be unable to Kve without her. 

''But I know how it will be, you nasty pro- 
yoking thing!^' the majores wife exclaimed; 
^'you'll go on in this way, and you'U make us 
fond of you, and just as we begin to doat upon 
you, you'll go and get married and leave us, and 
then I shall have to get another old frump like 
Miss Pallister, who lived with me before you, and 
who never would do anything for me scarcely, but 
was always talking about belonging to a good 
family, and not being used to a life of dependence. 
I'm sure I used to wish she had belonged to a bad 
family. But I know it'll be so, just as we're most 
comfortable with you, you'll go and marry some 
horrid creature." 

Eleanor blushed crimson as she shook her head. 

'^I don't think that's very likely," she said. 

'^ Ah ! you say that," Mrs. Lennard answered, 
doubtfuUy, " but you can't convince me quite so 
easily. I know you'll go and marry; but you 
don't know the troubles you may bring upon 
yourself if you marry young — as I did," added 
the lady, dropping her brush upon her work, and 
breathing a profound sigh. 
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'' Troubles, my dear Mrs. Leonard ! " med 
Eleanor. " Why it seems to me as if you never 
eould have had any sorrow in your life." 

*' * Seems, Hamlet ! ' " exclaimed Mrs. Lennard, 
Casting np her eyes tragically; *''nay, it is; / 
know not seems,' as the Queen says to Hamlet — 
er perhaps it*s Hamlet says so to the Queen, but 
that doesn*t matter. Oh, Miss Villars ! my life 
might have been very happy, perhaps, but for the 
blighting influence of my own crime; a crime 
that I can never atone for — nev-arr I " 

Eleanor would have been quite alarmed by this 
speech, but for the tone of enjoyment with which 
Mrs. Lennard gave utterance to it. She had 
pushed aside her frame and huddled her brushes 
together upon the buhl table — there was nothing 
but buhl and ormolu, and velvet-pile and ebony, 
at the H6tel du Palais, and an honest mahogany 
chair, a scrap of Kidderminster carpet, or a dimity 
curtain, would have been a relief to the over- 
strained intellect — and she sat with her hands 
clasped upon the edge of the table, and her light 
blue eyes fixed in a tragic rapture. 

*^ Crime, Mrs. Lennard ! " Eleanor repeated, in 
that tone of horrified surprise which was less 
prompted by actual terror, than by the feeling 
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that some exclamation of the kind was demanded 
of her. 

'* Yes, my dear, ker-rime ! ker-rime ! is not too 
harsh a word for tfae conduct of a woman who 
jilts the man that loves her on the very eve of 
the day appointed for the wedding^ after a most 
elaborate trousseau has been prepared at Ms 
expense^ to say nothing of heaps of gorgeous 
presents, and diamonds as plentiful as dirt — and 
elopes with another man. Nothing could be more 
dreadful than that, could it, Miss Villars ? " 

Eleanor feit that she was called upon to say 
that nothing could be more dreadful, and said so 
accordingly. 

'*0h, don't despise me, then, orhate me, please 
Miss Villars," eried Mrs. Lennard; "I know 
youll feel inclined to do so ; but don't. I did 
it! — I did it, Miss Villars. But I'm not alto- 
gether such a wretch as I may seem to you. It 
was chiefly for my poor pa's sake; it was, 
indeed.^' 

Eleanor was quite at a loss to know how Mrs. 
Lennard's bad conduct to her affianced husband 
could have benefited that lady's father, and she 
«aid something to that effect. 

" Why, you see, my dear, in order to explain 
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that^ I mast go back to the yery beginning^ wbich 
was when I was at school." 

As Mrs. Lennard evideiitly derived very great 
e&jojrment from this kind of conversation^ Eleanor 
was much too good-natured to discourage it ; so 
the painting upon velvet was abandoned^ for that 
moming at least, and the major's wife gave a 
brief Synopsis of her history for the benefit of 
Mrs. Monckton. 

'^Yon must know, my dear/' Mrs. Lennard 
began^ "mypoor pa was a conntry gentleman; 
and he had once been very rieh ; or at least his 
family— and he belonged to a very old famUy, 
thongh not as aristoeratie as the majores— had 
once been very rieh; but somehow or other^ 
through the extravagance of one and another, 
poor pa was dreadfully poor^ and his estate, 
which was- in Berkshire^ was heavily — ^what's its 
name 7 — mortgaged.'^ 

Eleanor gave a slight start at the word '' Berk- 
shire/' which did not escape Mrs. Lennard. 

'^ Tou know Berkshire ? " she said. 

" Yes, some part of it." 

'' Well^ my dear, as I said before, poor papa's 
estate was very heiavily mortgaged^ and he'd 
«earcely anything that he conld call his own^ 
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except the rambling old country-house in which 
I was bom ; and beyond that he was awfiilly in 
debt^ and in constant dread of bis creditors send- 
ing bim to prison^ where be migbt bave finisbed 
bis days^ for tbere wasn^t tbe least possibility of 
bis ever paying bis debts by anytbing sbort of a 
iniracle. Now of course all tbis was very sad*. 
However I was too yonng to know mucb about 
it, and papa sent me to a fasbionable scbool at 
Batb wbere bis sisters bad gone wben tbey were 
joxmg, and wbere be knew be could get credit for 
my education to be finisbed»" 

Eleanor^ bard- at work at tbe split gloves^ 
listened ratber indiffereutly to tbis story at first; 
but little by little sbe began to be interested in it^ 
nntil at last sbe let ber bands drop into ber lap, 
and left off working^ in order tbe better to attend 
to Mrs. Lennard^s discourse. 

'^ WeUy Miss Yillars, it was at tbat scbool tbat 
I met tbe mling star of my fate — ^tbat is to say> 
the major^ wbo was tben dreadfully young^ with- 
out even the least pretence of whiskers^ and 
always sittiog in a pastrycook's shop in the 
fasbionable street, eating strawberry ioeSk. He 
had only just got bis commiasion, and he was 
quartered at Bath with bis regiment^, and his 
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sister Lomsa was my schoolfelloir at Miss 
Floraihome's, and he caHed one moming to see 
her, and I happened that Terjr moming to be 
practising in the drawing-room, the oonseqoence 
of which was that we met, and firom that hoor 
onr destinies were sealed. 

*^1 won't dwell npon onr meetings, which 
Lomsa managed for ns, and which were generallj 
dreadfnUy inconvenient, for Fred nsed to damber 
np the garden wall by the toes of his boots — ^and 
he has told me since that the brickwork nsed to 
Scratch off all the yamish, which of conrse made 
it dreadfiilly expensiye — ^bnt what will not love 
endnre? — ^and hook himself on as it were ; and it 
was in that position, with nothing of him visible 
below his chin^ that he made me a most solemn 
offer of his band and heart. I was yonng and 
foolish, Miss Yillars, and I accepted him, without 
one thonght of my poor papa, who was the most 
indulgent of parents, and who had always let me 
do everything I liked, and indeed owed npwards 
^f fifty ponnds, at a toyshop in 'Wlndsor, for 
dolls and things that he bought me before I was 
grownnp« 

''Well, from that hour, Frederick and I were 
engaged, and he dropped a turquoise ring in 
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among the bushes at the bottom of the garden 

the next moming^ and Louisa and I had upwards 

of an hour's work to find it. We were engaged! 

But we were not long allowed to bask in the sun- 

shine of requited affection^ for a fortnight after 

this Frederick's regiment was ordered out to 

Malta, and I was wretched. I will pass over my 

wretchednessy which might not be interesting to 

you^ Miss Yillars, and I will only say that^ night 

after night^ my pillow was wet with tears^ and 

that^ but for Louisa's sympathy^ I should have 

broken my heart. Frederick and I corresponded 

regularly under cover of Louisa^ and that was 

my only comfort. 

*' By-and-by, however, the time for my leaving 

school came — ^partly because I was seventeen years 

of age^ and partly because papa couldn't settle 

Miss Florathorne's bills — and I went home to 

the old rambling house in Berkshire. Here I 

found everything at sixes and sevens, and poor 

papa in dreadfully low spirits. His creditors 

were all getting horribly impatient^ he had all 

sorts of writs, and attachments, and judgments^ 

and contempt of courts^ and horrors of that kind^ 

out against him; and if they could have put him 

into two prisons at once^ I think they would 
VOL. ni. p 
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have done it^ for some of them wanted him 
in Whitecross Street, and others wanted him 
in the Queen's Bench, and it was altogether 
dreadfal. 

"^Well, papa's only friend of late years had 
been a very leamed gentleman, belonging to a 
grand legal firm in the citj, who had managed all 
his bnsiness matters for him. Now this gentle- 
man had lately died, and his only son, who had 
succeeded to a very large fortune upon his 
father's death, was staying with my poor papa 
when I came home from school. 

'' I hope you won't think me conceited, Miss 
Villars, but in order to make my story intelli- 
gible, I'm obliged to say that at that time I was 
considered a very pretty girl, I had been the 
belle of the school at Miss ilorathome^s, and 
when I went back to Berkshire and mixed in 
Society, people made a tremendous fuss about me* 
Of course you know, my dear, troubles about 
money matters, and a wandering life, and French 
dinners, which are too much for a weak digestion, 
have made a very great difference in me, and I'm 
not a bit like what I was then. Well, the young 
lawyer who was staying with papa — ^I shall not 
teil you his name, because I consider it very dis* 
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honourable to teil the name of a person yoaVe 
jilted, even to a stranger — ^was very attentive. 
However, I took no notice of that — though he 
was very handsome and elegant-looking^ and 
awfully clever— for my heart was true to 
Prederick, from whom I received the most heart- 
rending letters under cover to Lonisa, declaring 
that^ what with the mosqnitoes and what with 
the Separation from me^ and owing debts of 
honour to his brother officers^ and not clearly 
seeing his way to pay them^ he was often on the 
verge of committing snicide. 

" I had not told papa of my engagement^ you 
must know, my dear, because I feit sure he'd 
grumble about my engaging myself to a penni- 
less ensign; thongh Fred might have been a 
marquis^ for at that time there were only eleven 
consins between him and the title. So one day 
papa took me out for a drive with him^ while Mr. 

while the young lawyer was out shooting; 

and he told me that he was sure^ from several 
things the young lawyer had let drop, that he 
was desperately in love with me^ and that it 
would be his salvation — pa^s — ^if I would marry 
him^ for he was sure that in that case the 
young man, who was very generous and noble- 

F 2 
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minded^ would pay liis debts — ^pa's — and then he 
could go on the coatinent and end his days in 
peace. 

"Well, my dear Miss Villars, the scene Le- 
tween us was actually heartrending. I told pa 
that I loved another — ^I dared not say that I was 
actually engaged to poor dear Frederick — and pa 
entreated me to saerifice what he called a foolish 
school-girFs fancy, and to give some encourage- 
ment to a noble-hearted young man, who would 
no doubt get him out of the most abominable 
trouble, and would make me an excellent 
husband/^ 

" And you consented V* 

"Yes, my dear, after a great deal of persua- 
sion, and after shedding actual oeeans of tears, 
and in compliance with papa^s entreaties, I began 
to give the young lawyer — I'm obliged to call 
him the young lawyer, because one is so apt to 
associate lawyers with grey hair, and grumpiness, 
and blue bags — a little encouragement, and in 
about a week's time he made me an offer, and I 
accepted it, though my heart was still true to 
Frederick, and I was still corresponding with him 
under cover of Louisa.*' 

Eleanor looked very grave at this part of the 



MAAGAEET LENNABD^S DELINQUEKCIES. 213 

stoiy^ and Mrs. Lennard interpreted her com- 
panion*s serious face as a mute reproach. 

"Yes, I know it was very wrong," she ex- 
claimed ; " but then^ what in goodness' name was 
I to do^ driven to distraction upon one side hj 
pa, driven to distraction upon the other side 
by Fred, who vowed that he would blow out his 
brains if I didn*t write to him by every mail ? 

''Well, my dear, the young lawyer, whom I 
shall call in future my affianced husband, for 
short, behaved most nobly. In the first place he 
bought pa's estate, not that he wanted it, but 
because pa wanted the money, and then he lent 
pa enough money, over and above the price of 
the estate, to settle with all his creditors, and to 
buy an annuity, upon which he could live very 
comfortably abroad. Of course tliis was very 
generous of him, and he made quite light of it, 
declaring that my love would have repaid him for 
much greater sacrifices. You know he thought 
I loved him, and I really did try to love him, and 
to throw over poor Prederick, for papa's sake; but 
the more I tried to throw Frederick over, and the 
more distant and cold I made my letters, the more 
heartrending he became, reminding me of the 
vows I had uttered in the garden at Bath, and 
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declaring that if I jilted him, bis blood should 
be upon my bead. So^ wbat witb one tbing and 
anotber^ my life was a burden. 

" It took papa some time to settle all bis debts^ 
even with tbe assistance of my affianced busband, 
but at last everytbing was arranged, and we 
started for a continental tour. My affianced 
busband accompanied us^ and tbe marriage was 
arranged to take place at Lausanne. I need not 
say that I was yery unbappy all tbis time ; and I 
feit tbat I was a very wicked creature, for I was 
deceiving one of tbe best of men. Perbaps tbe 
worst of all was, tbat my affianced busband bad 
such perfect coniidence in me, that I scarcely^ 
tbink anytbing I could have said or done — sbort 
of wbat I did at tbe vejry last — could have sbaken 
bis faith. He talked sometimes of my youth, and 
my cbildisbness, and my simplicity, imtil I used to 
feel a perfect LüCRE TIA Bo&GiA. Ab, Miss YiUars, 
it was dreadful, and I often feit inclined to tbrow 
myself [at bis feet and teil bim all about Frede- 
lick ; but' tbe tbougbt of my poor papa, and tbe 
TecoUection of tbe money for tbe estate, wbicb 
could not be paid back again, sealed my lips, and 
I went on day after day deceiying tbe best of 
men. You see, I'd gone too far to recede, and 
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oh^ my dear^ that is the awful penalty one always 
pays for one*s wickedness — ^if you begin by de- 
ceiving any one^ you're obliged to go on^ and 
on^ and on^ &om one deception to another^ until 
you feel tbe basest creature in tbe world. 

" At least that's how I feit when all the lovely 
dresses^ and jewels^ and things that my affianced 
husband had ordered arrived from Paris. If I 
could have walked upon gold^ Miss Yillars^ I do 
think that foolish man — for he was quite foolish 
about me^ though in a general way he was so 
very clever — would have thought the purest 
bullion only fit for paving stones under my feet, 
The silks and satins — satin wasn't otUre then^ you 
know — would have stood alone if one had wanted 
them to do so; the laee — well, I won't dwell upon 
that, because I daresay you think already that I 
shall never have done talking, and are getting 
dreadfnlly tired of this long story." 

"No, Mrs. Lennard/' Eleanor answered 
gravely, "I am very much interested in your 
story. You cannot teil how deeply it interests 
me.^' 

The majores wife was only too glad to reeeive 
permission to run on. She was one of those 
people who are never happier than when redting 
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their own memoirs, or relating remarkable pas« 
sages in the history of their lives. 

'^The very eve of the wedding-day had ar- 
rived/^ resumed Mrs. Lennard in a very solemn, 
and, indeed, almost awful voice, '^ when the un- 
looked-for crisis of my destiny came upon me like 
a thunderbolt. Pa and my affianeed husband 
had gone out together, and I was alone in one 
of the apartments which we occupied at Lau- 
sanne. It was about an hour before dinner, and 
I was dressed in one of the silks that had come 
from Paris, and I was tolerably resigned to my 
fate, and determined to do my best to mako 
my affianeed husband happy, and to prove my 
gratitude for his goodness to my father. Imagine 
my horror, then, when I was told that a lady 
wished to see me — au English lady — and before 
I could decide whether I was at home or not, in 
rushed Louisa Lennard, very dusty and tumbled, 
for she had only just arrived, and of course there 
was no railway to Lausanne from anywhere, at 
that time. 

'^Well, my dear Miss Villars, it seems that 
Frederick's silence, which I had taken for resig- 
nation, was quite the reverse. Louisa had heard 
of my intended marriage, and had written about 
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it to her brother^ and her brother had gone nearly 
mad^ and^ being on the eve of obtaining leave of 
absence on account of his bad health — ^the climate 
had knocked him up, — contrived to get away 
from Malta immediately. He and his sister had 
managed to pursuade their rieh maiden aunt^ who 
was very fond of Prederick, and who left him all 
her money the other day, to take them both to 
Switzerland^ and there they were, with the rieh 
maiden aunt, who was very mach knocked up 
by the journey^ and who had not the least shadow 
of a suspicion that she had been made a cat's- 
paw. 

'' Well, Miss Villars, anybody — even the 
hardest-hearted of creatures — would have been 
touched by such devotion as this, and for the 
moment I forgot all about my affianced hus- 
band's generosity, and I gave that enthusiastic 
Louisa, who really was the moving spirit of 
everything, a solemn promise. that I would see 
Prederick that night, if only for ten minutes. 
Of course I didn't teil her that the next day was 
appointed for my wedding, because I was too 
much afraid of her anger, as she was devotedly 
attached to her brother, and had heard my 
solemn vows in the garden at Bath; but the 
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people at the hotel told her all aboat it^ in their 
nasty gossiping way: the consequence af which 
was^ that when I met Fred in the porch of the 
cathedral^ while papa and my affianced hushand 
were taking their wine after dinner^ his goings on 
were reaUy awfol. 

*'I can never describe that seene. When I 
look back at it, it seems like a dream — ^all hurry^ 
and noise^ and confnsion. Frederick declared 
that he had come all the way from Malta to d^m 
xne as his bride^ and called my affianced hus- 
band a baron all covered with jewels and gold^ 
fipom the ballad of ' Alonzo the Brave/ which he 
had been in the habit of reciting at school. 
And, poor dear fellow, now that I saw him again, 
my heart, which had always been true to him^ 
seemed more true to him than ever; and what 
with Looisa, who was very strong-minded, going 
on at me, and calling me mercenary and faithless 
and deceitful, and what with Frederick going 
down npon his knees in that chilly porch, and 
getting up suddenly every time the person who 
showed the cathedral to strangers happened to 
look our way, I scarcely knew what I said or did, 
and Frederick extorted &om me the promise 
that I would run away with him and Louisa 
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that very night^ and be married to liiin as 
soon as ever we could find anybody that would 
many us. 

''I can never describe that dreadfal nigbt« 
Miss Yillars; suffice it to say, that I ran away 
without a bit of luggage^ and that Frederick^ 
Louisa^ and I, performed the most awful joumey 
— almost all by diligence — andrere nearly jolted 
to death between Lausanne and Fans, where 
Fred, by the help of some English friends, 
contrived to get the ceremony performed by a 
Protestant clergyman, at the house of the British 
Consul, but not without a great deal of difficulty 
and delay, during which I expected every day 
that my affianeed husband would come tearing 
after me. 

''He did nothing of the kind, however. I 
heard afterwards from papa that he didn't show 
the least disposition to pursue me, and he parti- 
cularly requested that no attempt should be 
made to prevent my doing exactly as I pleased 
with regard to Fred. If he had pursued me, 
Miss Yülars, I have no doubt I should have 
gone back and married him, for I am very weak, 
and it is my nature to do whatever people wish 
me to do. But all he did was to walk about 
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verjr quietly^ looking as pale as a ghost for a äaj 
or two, and braving out all the ridicule that 
attached to bim because of bis bride's running 
away from bim upon the eve of tbe wedding- 
day, and tben he parted Company with papa^ 
and went away to Egypt, and went up the Nile, 
and did all sorts of outlandish things/^ 

''And have you never seen him since?'* 
Eleanor asked^ anxiously. 

''Yes, once/' answered Mrs. Lennard, "and 
that*s the most singular part of the story. About 
three years after my marriage I was in London, 
and Fred and I were very, very poor, for bis 
aunt hadn^t tben forgiven him for making a 
cat^s-paw of her at Lausanne, and he had no 
remittances from her, and notbing but bis pay 
and an occasioual present from Louisa, who 
married a rieb city man soon after our elope- 
ment. I had had one baby, a little girl, who 
was tben a year and a half old, and who was 
christened after Pred's rieb aunt; and Fred's 
regiment was ordered out to India, and I was 
getting ready to join him at Southampton, and 
I was very unhappy at having to take my darling 
out there, for people said tbe cHmate would kül 
her. I was in lodgings in tbe neighbourhood of 
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Euston Square, and I was altogether very wretched, 
when one eyening, at dusk, as I was sitting by the 
fire, with my little girl in my lap, who should walk 
into the room but the very man I had jilted. 

''I gave a scream when I saw him, but he 
begged me not to be fnghtened of bim; and 
then I asked bim if he had forgiven me. He 
Said he had tried to forgive me. He was very 
grave and quiet ; but though I think he tried to 
be gentle, there was a sort of suppressed stem- 
ness in bis manner which made me feel afraid of 
him. He had not very long retumed from the 
East, he said, and he was very lonely and 
wretched. He had heard from my father that I 
was going to India, and that I had a little girl, 
whom I was obliged to take abroad with me 
for want of the means of providing her with a 
comfortable home in England. He proposed to 
me to adopt this little girl, and to bring her 
up as bis own daughter, with my husband's 
consent. 

•'He promised to leave her very well off at 
bis death, and to give her a fortune if he lived 
to see her married. He would be most likely, 
he Said, to leave her all bis money; but he 
made it a eondition that neither I nor her 
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father sliould have any fdrther claim upon her. 
We were to give her up altogether, and were to 
be satisfied with hearing of her from time to 
time^ throngh him. 

'^ ' I am a lonely man^ Mrs. Lennard^* he said; 
' even my wealth is a bürden to me. My life is 
purposeless and empty. I have no incentive to 
labour — nothing to love or to protect. Let me 
haveyonr little girl ; I shall be a better father to 
her than your husband can be/ 

" At first I thought that I could never, never 
consent to such a thing ; bnt little by little he 
won me over, in a grave, persnasive way^ that con- 
vinced me in spite of myself, and I conldn't afford 
to engage a nnrse to go out to Calcutta with me^ 
and I'd advertised for an ayah who wanted to 
retum, and who would go with me for the con- 
sideration of her passage-money, but there had 
been no answers to my advertisements ; so at last 
I consented to write to Fred to ask him if he 
would agree to our parting with the pet. Fred 
wrote me the shortest of letters by return of 
post ; * Tes/ he said^ ' the child would be an awful 
nuisance on shipboard^ and it will be much better 
for her to stop in England.' I sent his letter to 
the lawyer^ and the next day he brought a nurse^ 
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a respectable elderly person^ and fetched away my 
precious darling. 

" You see, Miss Villars, neither Fred nor I liad 
reaüsed the idea that we were parting witli her 
for ever ; we only thought of the convenience of 
getting her a happy home iu England for nothing^ 
while we went to be broiled to death's door out 
in India. But^ ah^ when years and years passed 
by, and the two babies who were bom in India 
died, I began to grieve dreadfully about my lost 
pet ; and if I hadn't been what some people call 
frivolons, and if Fred and I hadn't suited each 
other so exactlv, and been somehow or other 
always happy together in all our troubles, I think 
I should have broken my heart. Bat I tried to 
be resigned/^ concluded Mrs. Lennard^ with a 
profound sigh^ ^' and I hear of my pet onee in six 
months or so, though I never hear from her, and 
indeed I doubt if she knows she's got such a 
thing as a mama in the universe — and I have her 
Portrait, poor darling, and she's very like what 
I was twenty years ago/' 

■ 

''I know she is,^^ Eleanor answered grayely. 
*' You know she is 1 You know her, then ? *' 
*^ Yes, dear Mrs. Lennard. Very stränge things 
happen in this world, and not the least stränge is 
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tlie circumstance which lias brought yon and 
me together. I know your daughter intimately. 
Her name is Laura, is it not ? " 

'^ Yes^ Laura Mason Lennard^ after Fred's rieh 
aunt^ Laura Mason/' 

" And your maiden name was Margaret Raven- 
shaw/' 

'^ Good gracious me, yes ! " cried Mrs. Len- 
nard. "Why you seem to know everything 
about me/' 

*' I know this much, — the man you jilted was 
Gilbert Monckton, of ToUdale Priory." 

" Of course ! ToUdale was poor papa's place 
tili he sold it to Mr. Monckton. Oh, Miss 
Villars, if you know him, how you must despise 



me.'' 



*' I only wonder that you could — *^ 

Eleanor stopped abruptly; the termination of 
her Speech would not have been very complimen* 
tary to the good-tempered major. Mrs. Lennarä 
understood that sudden pause. 

"I know what you were going to say, Miss 
Villars. You were going to say you wondered 
how I could prefer Fred to Gilbert Monckton; 
and Fm not a bit offended. I know as well as 
you do that Mr. Monckton is very, vert^ veby 
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superior to Frederick in intellect^ and dignity, and 
elegance^ and all manner of things. But then 
you see/' added Mrs. Lennard^ with a pleading 
smile, " Fred suited me," 
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CHAPTER XV. 



VERY LONELY. 



Eleanor had considerable difficulty iu parrying 
Mrs. Leonard's questions as to how she had come 
to know Gilbert Monckton and bis ward ; and she 
was obliged to confess tbat sbe had been musical 
governess to Laura at Hazlewood. 

" But I mnst beg you not to teil Mr. Monckton 
tbat I am with you^ if you should bappen to write 
to bim,'' Eleanor said. *' I bave a very particular 
reason for wisbing bim to remain in perfect ignor- 
ance of my present bome/' 

" To be sure, my dear/' answered Mrs. Lennard, 
of course I won't teil bim if you don^t wisb me to 
do so. And as to writing to bim^ I sbould no 
more tbink of doing so tban of flying in tbe air, 
except just a civil note of a few lines^ to tbank 
bim for sending me news of Laura. He only 
writes to me once in six montbs or so^ to teil 
me bow my lost darling is^ and thougb I'ye 
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implored him again and again^ he won't let me 
see her. ' She is still little more than a child/ he 
-vrrote in his last letter^ ' and I dread the effect of 
yonrinäuence upon her. It is out of no revengeful 
feeling that I keep your daughter apart from you. 
When her character is formed and her principles 
fixed^ you shall know her.' As if I was a wretch ! " 
cried Mrs. Lennard^ in conclusion^ " and should 
contaminate my own daughter.^' 

Eleanor smiled as she shook her head. 

" Dear Mrs. Lennard/' she said, " your daughter 
is perhaps better ofF in the care of such a man as 
Gilbert Monckton. She is as kind-hearted and 
good-tempered as yourself, but she is rather weak, 
and— " 

" And Pm weak, too. Yes, I quite understand 
you, Miss Villars. It is my misfortune to be weak- 
minded. I can*t say 'no' to people. The argu- 
ments of the person who talks to me last always 
seem so much stronger than those of the person 
Tfho talked to me first. I take impressions 
quickly^ and don't take them deeply. I was 
touched to the heart by Gilbert Monckton's 
kindness to my father^ and I meant to marry 
him as I promised, and to be his true and 
obedient wife; and then when that poor silly Fred 
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came all the way to Lausanne^ and went on so 
about being ill-nsed and deserted^ and wanted to 
commit snicide, I thought it was my duty to ran 
away with Ered. I baven't any opinion^ of my own^ 
yon see, and Fm always ready to be influenced by 
tbe opinions of otber people/^ 

Eleanor thonght long and deeply over tbe stoiy 
she had heard from Mrs. Lennard. This was the 
root of all Gilbert Monckton's sospicions. He bad 
been deceived, most cruelly, most unexpectedly, 
by a beautiful, cbildish creature in whose inncK 
cence be bad implicitly believed. He bad been 
fooled and hoodwinked by a fair-haired angel 
wbose candid aznre eyes bad seemed to beam 
npon bim witb all tbe brigbtness of truth. He 
bad been deeeived most egregiously^ but be bad 
not been deliberately betrayed ; for np to tbe time 
of her treacberous desertion of her affianeed 
lover^ Margaret Bayensbaw bad meant to be 
trne to bim. Unbappily Gilbert Monckton did 
not know tbis. It is difficult for the man who 
finds himself as cruelly jilted as he had been, not 
to believe that the false one has intended all along 
to tum traitor at the last. There had been no 
explanation between Margaret and the lawyer; and 
he was entirely ignorant of the manner of her 
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flight. He only knew that she had left him with- 
out a Word to prepare him for the death-blow, 
without a line of regretful farewell to make bis 
sorrow lighter to him. The frivolous shallow 
woman had beeu nnable to fathom the depth of 
the strong man's love. Margaret Rayenshaw knew 
there was a very little of the divine in her own 
nature^ and she had never expected to inspire the 
mighty affection of a grand and noble soul. She 
was able to imderstand the love of Prederick 
Lennard ; which was demonstrated by noisy pro- 
testations^ and disclosed itself in long schoolboy 
letters in which the young man's doubtfnl ortho- 
graphy was blistered by bis tears. But she could 
not understand the intensity of feelings that did 
not make themselves visible in any stereotyped 
fashion. 

Unluckily for the harmony of creation^ wise 
men do not always fall in love wisely. The wisest 
and the best are apt to be bonnd captive by some 
extemal charm^ which they think must be the 
outward dvidence of an inward grace; and Gilbert 
Monckton had loved this frivolous^ capricious girl 
as truly as if she had been the noblest and greatest 
of womankind. So the blow that had fallen npon 
him was a very heavy one ; and its most fatal effeet 
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was to tnmfiinn a conßiing Bataie into a sns- 
picuntB one« 

He mgaei bb maiij men aigne imder the same 
cbcmiutaDoei. He had beea deceived hy one 
woman^ ergo, all women were capable bf decep- 
tion. I don't sappoae the " Stranger " plaoedyeiy 
mndi oonfidence in the Countess, or had by aoy 
means too high an opinion of Charlotte; and the 
best of men are apt to f eel yeiy much afier the 
manner of Mn. Hailer's hnsband. 

It see^ded Teiy stränge to Eleanor to be living 
with Gilbert Monckton's first love. It was almost 
as if some one had naen out of the graye; for she 
had looked npon that old story which she had 
heard hinted at by the Haziewood gossips^ as 
something so entirely belonging to the past^ that 
the heroine of the romance most of necessity be 
dead. 

And here she was^ aliye and merry, knowing 
no greater uneasiness than a yagae dread of in- 
creasing plampness^ indueed by French dinnees. 
Here she was the yery reyerse of the Image that 
Eleanor had conjured np in her mind in associa- 
tion with Gilberts false loye ; a good-tempered^ 
eommon-place^ pretty^ middle-aged woman. Mrs. 
Monckton feit a little pang of jealousy at the 
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thought that her husband had once loved this 
woman so dearly. Her husband ! Had slie still 
the right to call bim by that name ? Had he not 
severed the link between them of bis own free 
will ? Had he not outraged her honour^ insulted 
her truth by bis base and nnfoanded suspicions f 
Yes ! he had done all this, and yet Eleanor loved 
him ! She knew the strength of her love now 
that she was away from him, and might perhaps 
never see bis face looking at her in kindness again. 
She knew it now that her schäme of vengeance 
against Launcelot Darrell had failed, and left a 
great blank in her mind. She thought of her 
husband seriously now for the first time, and she 
knew that she loved him. 

^^ Bichard was right/^ she thought again and 
again ; '* the purpose of my life was cruel and 
unwomanly. I had no right to marry Gilbert 
Monckton while my mind was füll of angry 
thoughts. Bichard was rigbt. My poor father's rest 
would be no more peaceful if I had made Launce- 
lot Darrell pay the penalty of bis wickedness/' 

She did not abandon her idea of vengeance a,ll 
at once ; but little by little, by very slow degrees, 
her mind became reconciled to the idea that she 
had failed in her scheme of retribution, and that 
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there was notliing left her but to try and justity 
herself in the siglit of the hosband sbe loved. 

She loved him; and the angiy feelings whieh bad 
prompted ber to lun away from Tolldale Prioiy, 
willingly abandoning all claim to bis name and 
bis protection^ were beginning to give way now. 
Mrs. Lennard's stoiy bad thrown new ligbt npon 
tbe past^ and Eleanor made all kinds of excnses 
for ber bnsband's conduct. It was bis babit to 
bear all sorrows quietly. Wbo oonld teil what 
angmsb be migbt bave feit in tbe tbougbt of bis 
yonng wife's üalsebood? 

" He wonld not pursue Mai^aret Bavensbaw/' 
Eleanor tbougbt^ ^' and be makes no attempt to 
find me. And yet be may love me as truly as be 
loved ber. Surely if God refiised to bear my 
prayers for revenge^ He will grant me tbe power 
to justify myself/' 

She could only blindly hope for some nnknown 
Chance that migbt bring about ber justification ; 
and that chance would perhaps never come. She 
was very nnhappy when she tbougbt of this ; and 
it was only tbe perpetual confusionin which Major 
Lennard and bis wife contrived to keep every- 
body belonging to tbem, that saved ber from 
suflFering very cruelly. 
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All this time slie was quite Ignorant of the 
appearance of an advertisement which had been 
repeated at the top of the second column of the 
'' Times ^* Supplement every day for nearly a 
month^ and about which idle people hazarded all 
manner of conjectures — 

TT^LEANOR, come back. I was rash and cruel. 
I will trust you. G. M. 

Major Lennard was in the habit of seeing the 
" Times " every day at Galignani's ; but, as he 
was not a very acute observer or original thinker, 
he took no notice of the repetition of this adver- 
tisement beyond an occasional " By Jove ! Haw ! 
that poor day v'l's still advertising for El'ner ! '^ 
nor did he ever make any allusion to the circum- 
stance in his domestic circle. 

So Eleanor hugged her sorrows secretly in the 
gayest city of the world, while Gilbert Monckton 
was hurrying hither and thither, and breaking his 
heart about his lost wife. 

I think that pitying angels must sometimes 
weep over the useless torments, the unnecessary 
anguish^ which foolish mortals inflict upon them- 
selves. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

VICTOR BOURDON GOBS OVEB TO THE ENEMY. 

Major andMrs. Lennard andEleanorMonckton 
had stayed for nearly two montlis at the Hotel du 
Palais. April was fast melting into May^ and the 
atmoBphere in the City of Boulevards was very 
different to the air of an English spring. 
Miniature strawberries were exposed in the Win- 
dows of the cheap restaurants in the Palais 
Boyal^ side by side with monstrous asparagus^ 
and green peas from Algeria; until the mind of 
the insular-bred stranger grew confused as to 
the succession of the months^ and was beguiled 
into thinking that May must be omitted in 
the French almanack^ and that capricious April 
skipped away in a farewell «hower to give place 
at once to glowing June. 

It was difficult for a thorough-bred Briton to 
believe that the Fete of the First Napoleon had 
not yet come to set the fountains playing at 
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Versailles: for the aaphalte on the Boulevards was 
uupleasanüy warm under one*« boots; airily- 
attired ladies were lounging upon the chairs in 
the gardens of the Tuileries ; only the most fragile 
and vapörous bonnets were to be seen in the Bois 
de Boologne ; vanille and strawberry ices were in 
constant demand at Tortoni^s; idle Parisians spent 
the dusky spring evenings seated outside the 
lighted cafi^s^ drinking iced lemonade; and a 
hundred other signs and tokens bore witness that 
the Summer had come. 

Upon one of the&e very warm April days, Major 
Lenuard insisted upon taking his wife and her 
companion to dine at a restaurant not very far 
from the Bourse; where the pastorally-inclined 
epicure could take his dinner in a garden, a 
pleasant quadrangle^ festooned with gay blossoms^ 
and musical with the ripple of a fountain. Eleanor 
did not often accompan}'^ the major and his wife 
in their pleasure excursions^ the culminating 
attraction of which was generally a dinner ; but 
this time Major Leunard insisted upon her joining 
them. 

"It's the last dinner I shall give Meg in Paris/' 
he Said; ^^for we must start for Brüssels on 
Saturday^ and I mefin it to be a good one.'^ 
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Eleanor submitted, for her new firiends had 
been veiy kind to her^ and slie liad no motiye for 
opposing their wishes. It was much better for 
her to be with them in any scene of gaiety, how- 
eyer hollow and fake that gaiety might be, than 
alone in the splendid saloon at the HöteP du 
Palais, brooding over her troables in the dosky 
twilight, and thinking of the horrible night on 
which she had watched for her father's Coming in 
the Bne de FArchev^ue. 

The restaurant near the Place de la Bourse 
was very mach crowded npon this snnny April 
aftemoon, and there was only one table yacant 
when the major and his partjr entered the flowery 
little quadrangle, where the rippling of the fonn- 
tain was nnheard amidst the clattering of plates 
and the chinking of silver forks. It was seyen 
o^clock, and the dinners were in high progress ; 
the diners eating yery fast, and talking a great 
deal faster. 

The little arbour-like box to which Major 
Lennard conducted the two ladies was next to a 
similar arbour, in which there was a group of 
Frenchmen. Eleanor sat with her back to these 
men, who had yery nearlj finished dining, and 
who, from the style of their conyersation, appeared 
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to have taken plenty of vine. The man who was 
evidently the entertainer sat with bis legs amongst 
a forest of empty bottles ; and the jingling of 
glasses and the '^cloop'' of newly-drawn corks 
drowned a good deal of the conversation. 

It was not very likely that Eleanor would listen 
to these men's talk; or indeed^ distinguish one 
voice from another, or one word from another, 
amid the noise of the crowded garden. She had 
quite enough to do to attend to Mrs. Lennard, 
who chattered all dinner timei keeping up an 
uninterrupted babble, in which remarks upon the 
business of the dinner-table were blended with 
criticisms upon the dress of ladies sitting in the 
other boxes. 

*' You should eat those little red things — ^baby- 
lobsters — 6crivisses, I think they call them^ dear ; 
I always do. How do you like that bonnet ; no, 
not that one — a little more St. Jacques, major, — 
the black one, with the peach-coloured strings? 
I wonder why they call all the Clarets saints, and 
not the Burgundies. Do you think she's pretty 
in the box opposite ? No, you don't think much 
of her, do you ? — I don*t — I like the one in the 
blue silk, pretty well, if her eyebrows weren't so 
heavy.*' 
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The dinner was dnnring to a dose, the major 
was iq» to Ins eyes in loast fowl and water-cress^ 
and Mn. Lennard was sciaping the preserved 
fruit ont of a shellwork of heayy pasby with the 
pointof herspoon,triffingidlynowthat the gnind 
bnsiness was done^ when Eleanor rose snddenly 
fiom her seat, breathless and eager, as mnch 
starüed by the somidof avoice in the next arbonr 
as if a shell had just exploded amidst the d^bris 
of the dinner. 

''After?" some one had said int er rogat i vely, 

''After/' answered a man whose voice had 
grown hoarser and thicker^ as the empty bottles 
about the legs of the president had become 
more numerons, "my stripling has r^iised me a 
little bank-note of a thonsand franes. Thou art 
too dear, my friend^ he has said to me ; that has 
been paid akeady^ and enongh laigely. Be8ides> 
that was not great things. Ah! ha! I said^ 
thou art there, my drole; you b^n to fatigae 
yonrself of yonr confederate. He is too mnch. 
Yery well; he has bis pride, he also. Thou art 
the last of men^ and I say to yon, adien^ Monsieur 
Lanncelot Darrell." 

This was the name that stmck upon Eleanor's 
ear^ and aronsed the old feeling in all its strength. 
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The snake had only been scotclied afber all. It 
reared its head at the sonnd of that name like a 
war-horse at the blast of a trampet. Eleanor^ 
starting to her feet^ tumed round and faced the 
party in the next box. The man who had spoken 
had risen also^ and was leaning across the table 
to reach a bettle on the other side. Thus it was 
that the faces of the two were opposite to eaeh 
other; aud Victor Bourdon, the commerdal 
traveUer, recognised Gilbert Monckton's missing 
wife. 

He dropped the glass that he was filling, and 
poured some wine into the cuff of his cöat^ while 
he stared at Eleanor in drunken snrprise. 

"You are here^ madame?'' he cried, with a 
look in which astonishment was blended with 
intense delight^ a sort of tipsy radiance that illu-* 
minated the Frenchman^s fat face. Even in the 
midst of her surprise at seeing him, Eleanor per- 
ceived that blending of expression, and wondered 
at it. 

Before she conld speak^ Monsieur Bourdon had 
le(t his party and had deliberatdy seated himself 
in the empty chair next her. He sdzed her hand 
in both his own, and bent over her as she shrank 
away from him. 
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^'Do not recoil from me^ madame/' he said, 
always speakiug in French that was considerably 
disguised by wine. '* Ah, yon do not know. I 
can be of the last Service to you ; and you can be 
of the last Service to me also. I have embroiled 
myself with this Monsieur Long— cell — lotte, for 
always ; after that which I have done for him, he 
is an ingrate, he is less than that/^ Monsieur 
Bourdon Struck the nail of his thumb upon his 
front tooth with a gesture of ineffable contetnpt. 
"But why do I teil you this, madame? You 
were in the garden when this poor old, — ^this 
Monsieur de Crespigny, was lying dead. You 
remember; you know. Never mind, I lose myself 
the head ; I have dined a little generously. Will 
you find yourself to-morrow, madame, in the gar- 
dens of the Palais Royal, at five hours ? There is 
music all the Tuesdays. I have something of the 
last importance to teil you. Bemember you that 
I know everything. I know that you hate this 
Long — cellotte. I will give you your revenge. 
You will come ; is it not ?'^ 

" Yes,*' Eleanor answered, quickly . 

" Upon the five hours ? I shall wait for you 
near to the fountain.'' 

" Yes.^' 
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Monsieur Bourdon rose^ put on bis hat with a 
drunken flourisfa^ and went back to bis friends. 
Tbe Major and Mrs. Lennard had been all tbis 
time staring agbast at tbe drunken Frencbman. 
He bad spoken in a loud wbisper to Eleanor^ but 
neitber Frederick Lennard nor bis wife retained 
very mucb of tbat Prencb wbicb bad been sedu- 
lously drilled into tbem during tbeir scbool-days^ 
and beyond ordering a dinner^ or disputing vdtb 
a landlord as to tbe unconscionable number of wax 
candles in a montb's botel bill^ tbeir knowledge 
of tbe language was very limited ; so Eleanor bad 
only to explain to ber friends tbat Monsieur 
Bourdon was a person wbom sbe bad known in 
England^ and tbat be bad brougbt ber some news 
of importance wbicb sbe was to bear tbe following 
day in tbe gardens of tbe Palais Royal. 

Mrs. Lennard^ wbo was tbe soul of good-nature^ 
readily assented to accompany Eleanor to tbis 
rendezvous. 

" Of course TU go, my dear^ witb pleasure ; 
and really I tbink ifs quite funny, and indeed 
actually romantic^ to go and meet a tipsy Frencb- 
man — at least, of course be won't be tipsy to-day 
— near a fountain^ and it reminds me of a Frencb 
novel I read once, in Englisb, wbicb sbows bow 

VOL. IIL R 
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true it muBt haye been to foreign maimerfl; but 
as the major knows we're going, there^s ao barm, 
you know/^ Mrjs. Leimard remarked, as ihey 
walked from the Hotel du Palais to the gardens. 
The diners were hard at work already at the 
cheap restanrants, and the brass band was braying 
lively melodiös amidst the dusty trees and flowers, 
the lukewarm fountain, the children, the nurse- 
maids, amd the rather seedy-looking Parisian 
loungeis. It was a quarter past five> for Mrs. 
Lennaid had mislaid her parasol at the last 
moment, and there had been ten minutes em- 
I^oyed in skirmish and search. Monsieur Victor 
Bourdon was sitting npon a beuch near the 
fountain, but he rose aud darted forward with bis 
hat in bis band as the two ladies approached. 

" Fll go and look in the jewellers' shops, Miss 
Yillars/^ Mrs. Leanard said, '^while you're talking 
to your fnend, and please oome and look for me 
when you want me. The major is to join us here, 
you know, at half-past six^ and we're to dine at 
V^fours*. Goad moming.^' 

Mrs. Lennard bestowed these final words upoa 
the Prenchman, accompanied by a gracef ul eurtsey« 
and departed. Victor Bourdon pointed to the 
bendi which he had just left^ and Eleanor sat 
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down. The Frenchman seated himself next her^ 
but at a respectful distance. Every trace of the 
tipsy excitement of the previous night had 
vanished. He was quite cool to-daj ; and there 
was a certain look of determination abont his 
mouth^ and a cold glitter in his light^ greenish- 
grey eyes that did not promise well for any one 
i^ainst whom he might bear a grudge. 

He spoke English to-day. He spoke it re- 
markably well^ with only an occasional French 
location. 

*' Madame/'he^began, " I shall not waste time^ 
bnt oome at once to the pmnt. You hate Launce- 
lotDarreU?'' 

Eleanor hesitated. There is something terrible 
in that word "hate/' People entertain the deadly 
sentiment; but they shrink from its piain ex- 
pression. The naked word is too appalling. It is 
the half-sister of murder. 

" I have good reason to dislike him — " she 
began. 

The Frenchman shmgged his Shoulders as he 
interrnpted her. 

"Yes, you hate himf he said; "you do not 
like to say so^ because the word is not nice. You 
are — ^what is it you call it ? — you are shocked by 

B 2 
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the Word. But it is so^ nevertheless ; you hate 
bim, and you bave cause to hate liim. Yes^ I 
know now who you are. I did not know when 
I first saw you in Berkshire ; but I know now. 
Launcelot Darrell is one wbo cannot keep a 
secret^ and be bas told me. You are tbe daugbter 
of tbat poor old man wbo killed bimself in tbe 
Faubourg Saint Antoine — ^tbat is enougb ! You 
are a great beart ; you would to avenge tbe deatb 
of your fatber. You saw us tbat nigbt — ^tbe nigbt 
tbe wills were cbange?'' 

" 1 did/' Eleanor answered^ looking at tbe man 
witb sovereign contempt. He bad spoken of tbe 
transaction as cooUy as if it bad been tbe most 
bonourable and commonpbu^ business. 

^' You are tbere in tbe darkness^ and you see 
us/' exclaimed Monsieur Bourdon^ bending over 
Eleanor and speaking in a confidential wbisper^ 
" you watcb^ you look^ you listen^ and after^ wben 
you go into tbe bouse^ you denounce Launcelot. 
You declare tbe will is forge. Tbe will is 
cbange. You were witness^ you say ; you teil all 
tbat you saw! But tbey do not believe you. 
But wby f Because wben you say you bave tbe 
true will in your pocket^ you cannot find it ; it 
is göne.'' 
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The Frencliman said this in a tone of triumph^ 
and then paused suddenly^ looking eamestly at 
Eleanor. 

As she retumed tliat look a new light flashed 
upon her mind. She began to understand the 
mystery of the lost will. 

'^It is gone" cried Monsieur Bourdon, *'no 
trace, no vestige of it remains. You say, search 
the garden ; the garden is search ; but no result. 
Then the despair seizes itself of you. Launcelot 
mocks himself of you ; he laughs at your nose. 
You find yourself unhappy ; they do not believe 
you i they look coldly at you ; they are harsh to 
you, and you fly from them. It is like that ; is it 
not?" 

" Yes/' Eleanor answered. 

Her breath came and went quickly ; she never 
removed her eyes from the man^s face. She began 
to think that her justification was perhaps only to 
be obtained by the agency of this disreputable 
Frenchman. 

''What, then, of the lost will? It was not 
awallowed up by the earth. It could not fly itself 
away into the space ! "What became of it ?" 

" You TooK IT FROM ME 1 ** crfcd Elcauor. 
'^Yes, I remember how closely you brushed 
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^ainfit me. The paper was too big to go alto- 
gether into tbe poeket of mj dress. The ends 
were sticking out, and you — " 

'^ I did all mj possible to teach you a lesaon ! 
Ah, when young and beautiful ladies mix them- 
selves with such matters, it is no wonder they 
make mistakes. I was watching you all tbe time, 
dear madame. I saw you change tbe papers, and 
I drew the will out of your poeket, as easily as I 
could rob you of that handkerchief." 

The Corner of a lace-bordered bandkerchief was 
visible amid tbe folds of Eleanor^s dress. The 
Frenchman took the scrap of lace between bis 
fingers, and snatched the bandkerchief away with 
an airy ligbtness of touch that might have done 
credit to a professional adept in the art of picking 
pockets. He laughed as he retumed tbe band- 
kerchief to Eleanor. She scarcely noticed the 
action, so deeply was she absorbed in the thought 
of the missing will. 

" You have the will, then 1" 

"Si, madame/^ 

" Wby did you take it from me ?** 

'^ But wby, madame ? Por many reasons. First, 
because it is always good to seize upon anytbing 
that other people do not know how to keep. 
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Again^ because it is always well to have a stroi^ 
hand^ and a card that ope^s adversary does not 
know of. An extra king in one's coat-cnff is a 
good thing to have when one plays ecart^, madame. 
That will is my extra king/' 

The Frenchman was silent for some little time 
after having made what he evidently considered 
rather a startling co9^. He sat watching Eleanor 
with a sidelong glance^ and with a cnnning 
twinkle in his small eyes. 

''Is it that we are to be friends and allies^ 
madame ?'' he asked presently. 

" Friends ! '' cried Eleanor. " Do yon folget 
who I am ? Do you forget whose danghter I am? 
If Launcelot DarrelFs was the only name written 
in my feither's last letter^ yon were not the 
less an accomplice in the villany that led to his 
death. The pupil was no donbt worthy of fte 
master/' 

'*You reject my friendship^ then^ madame? 
You wish to know nothing of the docnment that 
is in my possession? You treat me from high 
to low ? You refdse to ally yourself with me ? 
Hein?» 

''I will nse yon as an Instrument against 
Launcelot Darrell, if you please/' Eleanor an» 
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swered^ " since it seems that you have quarreUed 
with your fast friend." 

^^ But yes, madame. When pussy has pulled 
the chestnuts out of the fire^ slie is henceforward 
the most unuseful of animals^ and they chase her. 
Do you understand^ madame ?^^ cried the Freuch- 
mau/ with a sudden transformation from the 
monkey to the tiger phase of his character^ that 
was scarcely agreeable. " Do you understand?" 
he hissed. ''Monsieur Launcelot has ennuied 
himself of me. I am chased I Me ! '* 

He Struck his gloved fingers upon his breast to 
give emphasis to this last word. 

^' It is of the last canaüle, this young man/' 
he continued with a shrug of disgust. " Ingrate^ 
poltroon^ scoundrel ! When the forge will, forge 
at my Suggestion by the clerk of the avoue de 
Yindsor, has been read, and all is finish, and no 
one dispute his possession, and he enter his new 
domain as master, the real nature of the man 
reveal itself. The ffenuine will is burn, he think. 
He defies himself of his dear friend, this poor 
Bourdon, and he will not even teil him who 
would have benefit by that genuine will. It is 
bum I Did he not see it scorch and blaze with 
his own eyes ? There is nothing to fear; and for 
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this poor comrade who has helped my gentleman 
to a great fortune, he is less than that ! " 

Monsieur Bourdon snapped his fingers deri- 
sively, and stared fiercely at Eleanor. Then he 
relapsed into a sardonic smile^ and went on. 

"At first things go on charmingly. Monsieur 
Launcelot is more sweet than the honey. It is 
new to him to be rieh, and for the first month he 
scatters his money with füll hands. Then sud- 
denly he stops. He cries out that he is on 
the road to ruin: that his friend's claims are 
monstrous. Faith of a gentleman, I was, perhaps, 
extravagant; for I am a little gamester, and I 
like to see life en grand seigneur. A bas la 
moutarde, I said. My friend is millionnaire. I 
am no more commercial traveller. Imagine, then, 
when mon gar9on shuts up his — what is it you 
call it, then — cheque-book, and refuse me a 
paltry sum of a thousand fi*ancs. I smile in his 
face,^^ said Monsieur Bourdon, nodding his head 
slowly, with half-closed eyes, '^ and I say, * Bon 
jour, Monsieur Darrellj I shall make you hear 
some news of me before I am much older/ ^^ 

" You did not teil him that the will was in your 
possession ? ^^ 

" A thousand thunders I No ! " exdaimed the 
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Frenclnnan. "1 was not so mnch foolish aa to 
Show him tlie beneath the cards* I come oyer 
here to cooBolt a friend^ an avou^/' 

''AndheteUsyon— ?" 

'^No matter. Ton are better tban the aroo^, 
madame. Youhate Lanncelot Darrell; tbis will 
is all jon want to prove him a cheat and a black- 
smith^ — ^pardon^ a foi^er/' 

^'But to whom does M. de CrespigDy leave 
his estate in this genuine will?'' asked Mrs. 
Monckton. 

The Frenchman smiled^ and looked at Eleanor 
thonghtfully for a few moments before he anawered 
her. 

" Wait a little^ madame/^ he said ; ^' that is mj 
little secret. Nothing for nothing is the rule here 
below. I have told you too much already. If 
you want to know more yon must pay me.*' 

''Prove that I spoke the tmth upon that 
night/* exclaimed Eleanor, " and I promise you 
that my husband^ Gilbert Monckton^ shall reward 
you handsomely." 

''But if monsieur shonld repudiate your pro- 
mise, madame, since he has not authorised you to 
give it? I am not very wise in your English law, 
and I would rather not mix myself in this affair. 
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I do not want to be produoed as witness or 
accomplice. I want^ all simply^ to get a pnce for 
thiB document. I have something to seil. You 
wish to buy it. Name your price.^' 

"1 cannot^" answered Eleanor; '^I have no 
money. But I might get some, perhaps. Teil 
me^ liow much do you want ? " 

"A thonsand pounds.'^ 

Eleanor shook her liead despondently. 

" Impossible ! " she said ; '^ there is no one^ 
except my hnaband^ from whom I could get such 
an amount^ and I could not ask him for money^ 
until after I had proved Launcelot DarrelFs 
infamy." 

The Frenchman watched her closely. He saw 
that she had spoken the truth. 

''You do not know how much this will ia 
worth to you^ madame/' he said. '' Bremember, I 
could make terms with Launcelot Darrell^ and 
seil it to him for perhaps ten times the sum I ask 
of you. But Monsieur Darrell was insolent to 
me ; he Struck me once with the butt end of his 
hunting-whip ; I do not forget. I could get 
more money from him ; but I can get my revenge 
through you.^' 

He hissed out these words between his teeth^ 
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and glared vindictively at the fountain^ as if the 
phantom of Launcelot Darreil had been looking 
at him out of the sparkling water-drops. Bevenge 
"was not a beautiful thing^ as represented by 
Victor Bourdon. Perhaps Elestnor may have 
thought of this as she looked at bim. 

'^ I want my revenge/' he repeated ; " after all, 
gold is.a yiUain thing. Bevenge is more dear — 
to gentlemen. Besides, I do not think you would 
pay me ungenerously if I helped you to crush 
this scoundrel, and helped you to something eise, 
by the market, Hein ? " 

"I teil you again, that you shall be well re- 
warded," Mrs. Monckton said, gravely. 

"Very weU, then, listen to me. It is to-day, 
Tuesday. In a week I shall have time to think. 
In a week you will have leisure to gather together 
a little money — all you can get. At the end of 
that time come to me at my apartment — ^bring 
with you any friend you like. I do not think 
that you are traitor — or ingrate — and you see I 
trust you. I will have my friend, the — what you 
call him — attorney, with me — and we may come 
to an arrangement. You shall sign a contract — 
well ruled — for to pay me in the future, and then 
the will is to you. You return to England ; you 
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say^ ' Aha, Monsieur Launcelot^ walk out of that. 
It is your tum to be chased/^' 

Victor Bourdon grinned ferociously, then took 
a memorandum-book from bis pocket^ wrote a 
few words in pencil, tore out tbe leaf upon 
which they were written^ and handed it to Mrs. 
Monckton. 

" That is my address," he said. "On Tuesday, 
at seven o'clock in the evening^ I sball expect to 
see you there, and your friend. But if you think 
to betray me^ remember I am not the man to 
forgive an injury. I have the honour to salute 
you, madame. Bon jour/' 

He took off his hat with a flourish, and walked 
away. [Eleanor sat for some minutes where he had 
left her, thinking over what had happened, before 
she went into the arcades to look for Mrs. Lennard. 

That ni^t she told the Lennards who she was, 
and all her story. She feit that it was better to 
do so. She must have freedom now to act, and 
to act promptly. She could not do this, and 
yet preserve her secret. Her old ally, Richard 
Thomton, would be indispensable to her in this 
crisis, and she wrote to him early on the moming 
after her interview with Monsieur Bourdon, im« 
ploring him to come to her immediately. 



CHAPTEE XVn. 

THÜ HOB£OBS OF DELIRIUM TEEMEKS. 

No letter came from Richard Thomton. 
Eleanor was seized with a kind of panic as the 
days went by^ and there was no answer from the 
yonng man^ the faithful friend, without whose 
help she feit herseif so powerless. 

Eleanor had addressed her letter to the 
Pilasters^ enclosed in an envelope directed to 
Signora Picirillo^ with a few hurried lines request- 
ing that it might be immediately forwarded to the 
scene-painter. He was in Scotland still, very 
likely, and some days must elapse before he could 
respond to Eleanor's summons. She feit assmed 
that he would come to her. There are some 
friends whose goodness we no more doubt than 
we doubt the power of God; and Bichard Thom- 
ton was one of these. 

But the week passed, and no reply came to 
Eleanor's appeal for help; so «he foegan to feel 
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that she stood alone^ and must act for herseif. 
She must act for herself^ since to thixik of getting 
any assistance from either tlie major or bis wife 
in this business, iirliich demanded foresiglit^ cool- 
ness^ and diplomacy^ would have been about as 
xeasonable as to applj to one of tbe children 
playing under tbe trees in tbe gardens of tbe 
Tuilleries. 

As far as sympatby went^ Major and Mrs. 
Lennard were all tbat tbe most exacting indivi- 
dual could require. Tbe major offered to do 
anytbing in a muscular way on bebalf of bis wife's 
friend. Sbould be puncb tbe bead of tbat 
sconndrelly Frencbman ? Sbould be go over to 
England and borsewbip Launcelot Darrell^ and 
bring Gilbert Monckton to reason^ and play np 
old gooseberry altogetber? Tbis good-natured 
Hercules was ready to bit out rigbt and left in 
tbe defence of poor Eleanor« 

But tbe one friend wbom Mrs. Monckton 
vanted in tbis crisis was Bicbard Tbomton. 
Bicbard tbe dear-sigbted, even-tempered, unpre- 
judiced yoong man, wbo was ready to go tbrongb 
fire and water for tbe sake of bis beautiful adopted 
sister, witbout noise or bluster; and wben tbe 
Toesday^ tbe day appointed by tbe Frencbman for 
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Eleanor^s visit to his apartments^ came, and 
Bichard Thomton did not come with it, the lonely 
girl almost gave way to despair. 

She feit that she had to encounter a wretch 
who was utterly without honour or honesty, and 
who^ seeing the value which she set upon the 
possession of Maurice de Crespigny^s will^ would 
be all the more exacting in his demands. And 
she had nothing to bribe him with ; nothing. 

She had been too proud to appeal to her hus- 
band. Por ever impulsive^ for ever inconsiderate^ 
she had not stopped to think that he of all others 
was the most fitting person to stand by her in this 
erisis. At first the thought of writing to Gilbert 
Monckton had indeed flashed across her mind^ 
but in the next moment she had remembered the 
bitter humiliation of her last failnre. 

She could not endure another such degrada- 
tion ; and she had seen treachery and dishonour 
so long triumph over the simple force of truth, 
that she had begun to think that wrong was 
stronger than right, and always must be victorious. 

^^ If I were to write and ask Gilbert to come 
to me^ this Frenchman would perhaps disappear 
before my husband could arrive ; or he would be 
afraid of Gilbert, very likely, and. would deny any 
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knowledge of the will^ and I slioiild appear a 
convicted trickster^ who had heaped up one false- 
hood upon another^ in the weak attempt to justify 
herseif. No. Gilbert Monckton shall hear nothing 
of me nntil I can go to him iirith Maurice de 
Crespignj's will in mj hands.^' 

Bat in the meantime this helpless girl's anxiety 
grew every hour more intense. What reUance 
could she place upon the words of the French- 
man ? She had encountered him while he was 
still smarting under the sense of his wrongs, and 
in that stage of his feelings^ revenge had seemed 
even sweeter to him than gain. But this state of 
things might not endure very long. The com- 
mercial traveller might listen to the dictates of 
reason rather than to the fiery promptings of 
passion^ and might begin to think that a sub- 
stantial recompense in the shape of money was 
better than any sugar-plum in the way of revenge. 
He had said that Launcelot Darreil would be 
willing to give him ten times a thousand pounds 
for the genuine will. What more likely than that 
Monsieur Victor Bourdon should have thought 
better of his original design^ and opened negotia« 
tions with the new master of Woodlands. 

Monsieur Bourdon would in all probability have 
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done pxeciselj this^ had he not been hindered by 
oue of those iinlooked-for and pixreljr providential 
circumstances wbkh so often help single and 
simple-minded Truth in her enconnters with 
versatile and shifty Falsebood. 

At balf-past six o^clock upoa tli€ appointed 
evening^ Eleanor Monckton left the Hotel du 
Palais^ eseorted by Major Lennard;, on her way to 
the Frenchman's lodging. She had waited imtil 
the last xEfcomeut in the hope of Bichard Thom- 
ton's arrival^ bnt he had not come; and she had 
been üedn to accept the aid of this good-natnred 
over^-grown schoolboy^ who stiU persisted that the 
immediate punehing of Victor Bourdon^s head 
would be the best and surest means of getting 
possession of the urill. 

^' Let me punch the feileres head^ Miss Vil— 
beg pardon^ Mrs. Monckton. The idea of your 
being married to old Monckton !. He ain^t any 
older than me^ you know^ bat I always call him old 
Monckton. Let me punch this dam Frenchman^s 
head^ that^U bring the feller to book in next to no 
time^ and then ve can do what we like with 

But Eleanor impressed upon her stalwart pro- 
tector that there must be no muscidar demonstra- 
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tioii, and that tlie conduct of the interview was to 
be left entirely to her. 

''I don't in the least hopß that he^U gire up 
the will withont a bribe/^ Eleanor said ; '^ he is 
the last man upon earth to do that/' 

"I'll teil you what, then, Mrs. Monckton/' 
exdaimed themajor^ " I haven't 9xxjready money^ 
I never have had^ since I borrowed sixpences of a 
sucking biU'discounter at the first school I ever 
went to ; but TU give you my acceptance« Let 
this fellow draw npon me for a thousand at three 
months^ and give np the document for that con- 
sideration. Monckton will enable me to meet 
the bill^ no doubt, when he finds I was of service 
to you in this business/^ 

Eleanor looked at the major with a gleam of 
hope in her face. But that transient gleam yery 
quickly faded. She had only a vague idea of the 
uAture and properties of accommodation bUls ; but 
she had avery positive notion of Victor Bourdon's 
character^ and^ though this plan 80unded{e^,sih\e 
enough^ she did not think it would succeed. 

'* You are very good to me. Major Lennard/' 
she said, ** and believe me I appreciate your kind- 
ness ; but I do not think that this Frenchman will 
consent to take anything but ready money. He 

s 2 
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could get tbat from Launcelot Darreil, remember, 
at any time." 

Eleanor's only hope was the one chance tbat 
sbe migbt induce Victor Bourdon to accept ber 
promise of a reward from Gilbert Monckton after 
tbe production of tbe will« 

Tbe neigbbourbood in wbicb tbe commercial 
traveller lived, wbenever he made Paris bis bead- 
quarters, was one of tbe dingiest localities in tbe 
citj. Major Lennard and Eleanor, after making 
numerous inquiries, and twice losing tbeir way, 
found tbemselves at last in a long naxrow street, 
one side of wbicb was cbiefly dead-wall, broken 
bere and tbere by a dilapidated gateway or a 
dingy window. At one comer tbere was a sbop 
for tbe sale of unredeemed pledges ; a queer old 
sbop, in wbose one murky window obsolete scraps 
of jewellery, odd watcb-keys, impossible watcbes 
witb cracked enamel dials and crippled bands 
tbat pointed to bonrs wbose last moments bad 
passed away for balf a Century; mysterious, 
incomprebensible garments, wbose fasbion was 
forgotten, and wbose first owners were dead and 
gone ; poor broken-down clocks, in tawdry ormolu 
cases, tbat bad stood upon lodging-bouse mantel- 
pieces, indifferently telling tbe wrong time to 
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generations of lodgers; an old guitar; a string- 
less violin; poor^ frail^ cracked cups and saucers, 
that had been precious once, by reason of the lips 
tbat had drunkout of tbem; a child^s embroidered 
frock; a battered christening cup; a tattered 
missal ; an odd volume of " The Wandering Jew; " 
amid a hundred other pitiful relics which poverty 
barters for a crust of bread, faded in the evening 
sunlight, and waited for some eccentric pur- 
chaser to take a fancy to them. Next door to 
this sarcophagus of the past there was an eating- 
house, neat and almost cheerful, where one could 
have a soup, three courses, and half a bettle of 
wine for fivepence. The whole neighbourhood 
seemed to be, somehow or other, overshadowed 
by churches, and, pervaded by the perpetual 
tramp of funerals ; and, lying low and out of the 
way of all cheerful trafSc, was apt to have a de- 
pressing effect upon the spirits of frivolous people. 
Eleanor, leading the major — who was of about 
as much use to her as a bUnd man is to his dog 
— succeeded at last in Unding the house which 
boasted Monsieur Victor Bourdou amongst its 
mhabitants. I say " amongst ^' advisedly ; for as 
there was the office of a populär bi-weekly 
periodical upon the first-floor, a greengrocer in 
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the rez-de^chaussee, a hairdresser who professed 
to cut and &iz the hair, on the second storj^ and 
a mysterious lady, whose calling was represented 
bj a faded pictorial board^ resident somewhere 
imder the roof, the commercial traveller was a very 
unimportant inhabitant^ an insignificant uomad, 
i^placed to-day by a stodent en droit, to-morrow 
by a second-rate actor at a fifth-rate theatre. 

Eleanor found thk when she came to make 
inqniries of the portress as to the possibility of 
seeing Monsieur Bourdon. This lady^ who was 
knitting^ and whose yery matronly coatour made 
it impossible for hör to see her knitting-needles, 
told Eleanor that Monsieur Bourdon was very 
unlikely to be at home at that time. He was apt 
to return late at night^ upon the two hours^ in 
effect« between two wines^ and at those times he 
was enough abrupt, and was evidently by no 
means a fayourite with madame the portress. 
But on looking into a dusky comer where some 
keys were hanging upon a row of rusty naüs, 
madame informed Eleanor that Monsieur Bourdon 
was at home, as his key was not amongst the 
rest, and it was his habit to leave it in her care 
when he went out. The portress seemed veiy 
much Struck by this discovery, for she remarked 
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that the last time she had seen Monsieur Bourdon 
go out had been early in the morning of Sundajr^ 
and that she did not remember having seen him 
re-enter. 

Bat upon this a brisk young person of twelve 
or thirteen^ who was busy getting up fine linen in 
the recesses of the lodge, cried out in a Teiy shrill 
voice that Monsieur Bourdon had returned before 
mid-day on Sunday, looking a little ill, and 
dragging himself with a £atigued air. 

He was at home^ then, the portress exelaimed ; 
at least, she did not utter any equivalent to our 
English Word home^ and in that evinced consider- 
able wisdom, since a French lodging is a place so 
utterly unhomelike, that the meanest second-floor 
at Islington or Chelsea, presided over by the most 
unconscionable of British landladies^ becomes 
better thaa all the pleasures and palaces we 
can roam amidst — and it is not everybody who 
has the chance of roaming amidst pleasures 
and palaces — by the very forqe of comparison. 
Monsieur was ckez lui, the portress said, and 
would madame ascend ? Monsieur's apartment 
WBS on the entresol, with Windows giving upon 
the Street. Madame would see a black door 
facing her upon the firßt landing. 
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Eleanor went up a short flight of steps^ fol- 
lowed by the major. She knocked upon the 
panel of the black door — once, twice, ihree times; 
but there was no answer.' 

'* Fd lay a fiver the feileres gone out again/' 
the major exclaimed; ^'that jabbering French- 
woman didnH seem to know what she was talking 
about." 

But Eleanor knocked a fourth time, and very 
much louder than she had knocked before. There 
was no answer even this time ; but a Yoice was 
heard within, blaspheming aloud with horrible 
French execrations that seemed to freeze Eleanor^s 
blood as she listened to them. 

She did listen to them, involuntarily, as people 
often listen in a crowded thoroughfare to the 
obnoxious clamour of a drunken man, paralysed 
for the moment by the horror of his hideous 
oaths. 

Eleanor tumed very pale, and looked despair- 
ingly at the major. 

"Hark,^^ she whispered, "he is quarrelÜDg 
with some one.'' 

The big soldier deliberately tumed himself into 
a convenient position for listening, and flattened 
his ear against the keyhole. 
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"No, he ain^t quarrellin^ with any one," the 
major said, presently. [* I can*t make much out 
of bis lingo, but tbere's only one voice. He*s all 
alone^ and goin' ou like a madman." 

The major opened the door softly as he spoke. 
Monsieur Bourdon's apartment was divided into 
two low-roofed Chambers^ a little larger than com- 
fortable pigeon-holes; and in the inner and smaller 
Chamber Eleanor and her companion saw the 
commercial traveller wandering backwards and 
forwards in bis obscure den^ only dressed in bis 
trowsers and shirt, and gesticulating like a 
madman. 

Mrs. Monckton clung to the soldier's arm. She 
had some cause for fear, for in the next moment 
the Frenchman descried bis visitors, and with a 
howl of rage, rushed at the majores throat. 

The most intellectual and diplomatic individual 
in Christendom would have been of very little 
Service to Eleanor at that moment, if he had been 
also a coward. Major Lennard lifted the com- 
mercial traveller in bis arms, as easily as if that 
gentleman had been a six months' old baby, 
carried bim into the next room where there was 
a narrow little bedstead, flung bim on to the 
mattrass^ and held him there. 
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to eure myself of the hiccough; and ran after 
Meg ^ith a razor early one moming. This man 
bas got a touch of it, Mrs. Monckton, and I 
don't think we shall get much reason out of him 
to-night/' 

The conduct of Monsieur Victor Bourdon^ wbo 
was at that moment holding a very animated dis- 
course with a dozen or so of juvenile demons 
supposed to be located in tbe bed-curtains^ went 
yery far towards confirming the major's assertion. 

Eleanor sat down at the little table, upon which 
the dirty litter of the Frenchman's last meal was 
huddled into a heap and intermixed with writing 
materials; an ink bottle, and a mustard pot, a 
quill pen, and a tea-spoon lying side by side. The 
girl's fortitude had given way before this new 
and most cruel disappointment. She covered her 
face with her hands, and sobbed aloud. 

Major Lennard was yery much distressed at 
this unexpected coUapse upon the part of bis 
chief. He was very big, and rather stupid ; but 
he had one of those tender childish natures which 
never learn to be hard and unmerciful. He was 
for ever patting the shock heads of dirty pauper 
children, for ever fumbling in bis pockets for 
copper coin, always open to the influence of any 
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story of womanly distress, and quite unable to 
withstand the dingiest female, if she could only 
produce the merest phantom of a tear to be wiped 
away fortively from one eye, while the other 
looked round the corner to see if the shot went 
home. 

He looked piteously at Eleanor, as she sat sob- 
bing passionately, half unconscious of his presence, 
forgetful of everything except that this last hope 
had failed her. 

" I thought that he might leave Paris, and go 
back to Launcelot Darrell,'' she said, in a broken 
voice, '*but I never thought of anything like 
this.'' 

*' Sh-sh^sh-sh ! " eried Monsieur Bourdon from 
the bed. " Ftz ! Cats, cats I Sh-sh-sh-sh ! Chase 
those cats, somebody ! There's the girl Faust 
saw upon the Bracken with the little rat running 
out of her mouth ! There, sitting at the table ! 
60 then, Yoleuse, Gueuse, Infame ! '' screamed 
the Frenchman, glaring at Eleanor. 

The girl took no notice of him. Her sobs grew 
every moment louder and more hysterical. The 
major looked at her helplessly. 

" Don*t/' he said, " my good creature, don't 
now. This is really dreadful, 'pon my soul, now. 
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Come^ come^ now ; cheer up, my dear^ cbeer up. 
You won*t do anything by giTing "way, you know. 
I always teil Margaret that, when she thinka she 
ean catch the train by aitting on the gfound and 
crying because her portmanteaus won't shut. 
Nobody ever did, you know^ and if you don't pat 
your Shoulder to the wheel " 

The major might have rambled on in thk wise 
for some time; but the sobbing grew louder ; and 
he feit that it was imperatively necessary tfaat 
something enei^etic should be done in this crisis. 
A bright thought flashed upon him as he looked 
hopelessly round the room, and in another moment 
he had seized a small white crockery-ware jug 
from the Frenchman's teilet table, and launched 
its Contents at Eleanor's head. 

This was a second master-stroke. The girl 
looked up with her head dripping, but with her 
courage reyiyed by the shock her senses had 
reeeived. 

She took off her wet bonnet, and pushed the 
drenched hair from her forehead. 

"Oh, major," she said, "I know I have been 
very silly. But I was so taken by surprise. It 
seemfi so cruel that this should happen, I shall 
never get the will now/^ 
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'^ Stiiff and nonsense, my dear/' exclaimed 
Major Lennard« *' Whaf s to prevent your get- 
tingit?'' 

" What do you mean ? " 

""What's to ptevent your takmg it? We*re 
not going to stand upon ceremony with such a 
feller as this, are we, Mrs. Monckton ? He stole 
the will from you, and if you can get the chance, 
you'U return the compliment by stealing it from 
him. Fair play's a jewel, my dear Mrs. M., and 
nothing^could be fairer than that. So we^U set to 
work at once; and I hope you^ll excuse the cold 
water, which was meant in kindness, I aasure you.'^ 
Eleanor smiled, and gaye the major her band. 
" I'm sure it was/' she said. "I scarcely Kked 
the idea of your Coming with me, major, for fear 
you should do some mischief by being a little too 
impetuous. But I don^t know what I should 
have done without you.'' 

Major Lennard shrugged bis Shoulders with a 
deprecating gesture. 

" I migM have been useful to you, my dear,**^ 
he Said, "i{ the feller had bSen all right and I 
could have punched bis head ; but one can't get 
any credit out of a chap when he's in that state,'' 
added the major, pointing to the commercial 
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traveller who was taking joumeys on his own 
account into the horrible regions of an intem- 
perate man*s fancy. 

'' Now the first thing we shall want, Mrs. 
Monckton/' said the major^ ^'i^a candle and a 
box of lucifers. We mnst have a light before we 
can do anything." 

It was not dark yet; but the twilight was 
growing greyer and greyer, and the shadows were 
gatheriog in the comers pf the room. 

Victor Bourdon lay glaring at his two visitors 
through the dusk, while the major groped about 
the mantelpiece for a box of lucifers. He was not 
long in finding what he wanted. He strack a 
little waxen match against the greasy paper of 
the wall^ and then lighted an end of candle in a 
tawdry cheap china candlestick. 

" Ease her, ease her ! " cried the Frenchman ; 
'* I see the lights ahead oflF Normandy, on the 
side of the wind. She*ll strike upon a rock before 
we know where we are. What are they about, 
these English sailors ? are they blind, that they 
don't see the light?'' 

Major Lennard, with the candle in his band, 
set to work to look for the missing document. 
He did not look very systematically, but as he 
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pulled out every drawer and opened every cup- 
board^ and shook out the Contents of every recep- 
tacle^ flinging them remorselessly upon the floor^ 
he certainly looked pretty eflfeetually. Eleanor, 
kneeling on the ground amongst the chaotie 
heaps of clothes and papers^ tattered novels^ 
broken meerschaum pipes and stale cigar ends, 
examined every pocket^ every book^ and every 
paper separately, but with no result. The drawers 
had been ransaeked^ the cupboards disembowelled^ 
a couple of portmanteaus completely emptied. 
Every nook and corner of the two small rooms 
had been most thoroughly searched^ first by the 
major in a slap-dash and military manner ; after- 
wards by Eleanor, who did her 'work with calm- 
ness and deliberation/ though her heart was 
beating, and the hot blood surging in her over- 
excited bndn. Every possible hiding-plaee in the 
two roon^s had been examined, but the will had 
not been found« 

Every possible hiding-place had been examined ; 
except the pockets of Victor Bourdon's trousers, 
and the bed upon which he lay. 

The major stopped to Scratch his head in 
despair, and stood staring hopelessly at the un- 
happy victim of his own vices, who was still 
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raving, stUl remonstrating with invisible demons. 
Bat Eleanor aroused her friend from this State of 
stupefaction. 

" He may have the will about him, major,'' 
she Said. 

" Aha I " caied the soldier, *' if he has, Fll hare 
it out of him. Oive it me, you unconscionable 
blackguard/' he exclahned, ponncing upon the 
delirious Frenchman. '^ I'll have it out of you, 
you scoundrel. Teil me where it is directly. 
Dites-mai oit ü est, donffi What have you done 
with it, sir f What have you done with Maurice 
de Cre8pigiiy'3 will ? " 

The familiär name aroused a transitory gleam 
of consciousness in Victor Bourdon. 

'^Ha, ha/' he cried wi£h a malicious diuokle« 
^^ Maurice de Crespigny^ the old, the parent of 
that Long — cellotte ; but I will have my revenge; 
but he shall not enjoy his riches. The will, the 
wül ; that is mine, it will give me all." 

He raised himself by a great effort into a sitting 
posture, and made frantic endeavours to disengage 
his hands. 

" He is thinking of the will,'* cried Eleanor ; 
^' loosen his wrists, major ! Pray, pray do, before 
the thought leav^ him.^' 
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Major Lennard obeyed. He loosened the 
knot of the silk handkerchief, but before he 
could remove it^ Victor Bourdon had pulled 
his hands through the slackened noose^ and 
clutched at something in his breast. It was a 
folded paper which he snatched out of the bosom 
of his shirt^ and waved triumphantly above his 
head. 

" Aha, Monsieur Long — cellotte! ^' he screamed. 
*' I will pay thee for thy insolence, my friend/' 

But before the Frenchman's uplifted arm had 
described a second circle in the air above his 
head, the major swooped down upon him, snatched 
away the paper, handed it to Eleanor, and re- 
secured Monsieur Bourdon's wrists with the silk 
handkerchief. 

So brief had been the interval of semi-consci- 
ousness, that the commercial traveller had already 
forgotten all about Launcelot Darrell and his own 
wrongs, and had rambied off again into impotent 
execrations against the imaginary demons amongst 
the bed-curtains. 

Eleanor unfolded the paper, but she only read 
the first few words, "I, Maurice de Crespigny, 
being at this time, &c./' for before she could read 
more, the door of the outer room was suddenly 
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opened^ and Bichard Thornton hurried througb 
into the bed-chamber. 

But not Bichard only, behind him came Gilbert 
Monckton^ and it was he into whoae outstretched 
arms Eleanor flnng herseif. 

"Yen will believe me now, Gilbert/' she cried. 
'^ I have found the proof of Launcelot Darrell's. 
guilt at last." 



CHAPTEK XVIII. 

MAURICE DE CBESPIGNT's BEQÜEST. 

Richard Thornton had received Eleanor's 
letter in Edinburgh, and had been travelling 
perpetually since his receipt of the girPs eager 
epistle. He had calculated that by travelling day 
and night he should be able to accomplish a 
great acbieTement in the four days that were to 
elapse between the hour in which he received 
Eleanor's letter and the hour appointed for the 
interview with the Frenchman. This achieve- 
ment was the reconciliation of Gilbert Monckton 
and his wife. 

For this purpose the devoted young man had 
travelled from Edinburgh to London, and from 
London to Torquay, back to London again, with 
Mr. Monckton for his companion, and from 
London to Paris, still in that gentleman's 
companionship. Gilbert Monckton would have 
thought it a small thing to have given half his 
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fortune in payment of the tidings which the 
scene-painter carried to him. 

He should see bis wife again ; bis brigbt and 
beautiful young wife, wbom be bad so cruelly 
wronged, and so stupidly misunderstood. 

Human nature is made up of contradictions. 
From tbe bour in wbicb Gilbert Monckton bad 
turned bis back lipon ToUdale Priory, deserting 
bis young wife in a paroxysm of jealous anger^ 
until now, be bad done notbing but repent of 
bis own work. Wby bad be disbelieved in ber ? 
How bad be been vUe enougb to doubt ber? 
Had sbe not stood ^efore bim, witb tbe glorious 
ligbt of trutb sbining out of ber beautiful face ? 
Even bad be not already repented, Eleanor*» 
letter would bave opened tbe jealous busband's 
eyes to bis own folly ; tbat brief oflFended letter 
in wbicb tbe brave girl bad repudiated ber bus- 
band's offer of wealtb and independence; and bad 
declared ber proud determination to go out into 
tbe World once more, and to get ber own living, 
and to accept notbing from tbe man wbo doubted 
ber trutb, 

Tbelawyerbad made every effort to Iure tbe 
lost bird back to its deserted nest. But if you 
render your wife's existence intolerable, and sbe 
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nins away from you in despair^ it is not always 
possible to bring her back to yonr halls; though 
you may be never so penitent for your offences 
against her. Gilbert Monckton had employed 
eyery possible means to discover his wife's where- 
abouts; but had faiied most completely to do so. 
His search was futile; his advertisements were 
unanswered; and^ rery lonely and miserable^ 
he had dragged out the last six weeks^ in eon* 
stant oscillation between London and Torquay; 
always making some new effort to obtain tidings 
of the misaing girl ; perpetually beguiled a little 
way onward with false hopes, only to be dis- 
appointed. He had gone again and again to 
Signora Picirillo; but had reeeived no comfort 
from her^ inasmuch as the mnsic mistress knew 
no more about Eleanor than he did. 

It is not to be wondered^ then^ that when 
Sichard Thornton appeared at Torquay^ carrying 
with him Eleanor's letter^ he was receiyed with 
open arms by the penitent husband. Not an 
honr was wasted by the eager travellers^ but use 
what haste they might^ they could not hasten the 
Doyer express^ or the Calais packets, or the com- 
fortable jog-trot pace of the train between Calais 
and Paris ; so they had only been able to anriye 
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at eight o'clock in the dusky April evening, just 
in time to behold Major Lennard in bis moment 
of triumph. 

Gilbert Monckton extended bis band to tbe 
stalwart soldier, after tbe events of tbe evening 
bad been burriedly related by Eleanor and ber 
companion. 

" You robbed me of a wife twenty years ago. 
Major Lennard/' be said, '^ but you bave restored 
anotber wife to me to-nigbt/' 

" Tben I suppose we're quits/* tbe major ex- 
claimed cbeerfuUy^ '' and we can go back to tbe 
Palais and bave a devilled lobster^ Hay ? I suppose 
we must do sometbing for tbis poor devil^ tbougb^ 
first, Hay?'' 

Mr. Monckton beartily concurred in tbis Sug- 
gestion ; and Riebard Thomton^ wbo was better 
acquainted witb Paris tban any of bis com- 
panions^ ran down-stairs, told tbe portress of tbe 
malady wbicb bad stricken down tbe lodger in 
tbe entresol, despatcbed tbe sharp young damsel 
witb tbe sbrill voice in searcb of a sick nurse, 
and went bimself to look for a doctor. In a 
little more tban balf-an-bour botb tbese officials 
bad arrived^ and Mr. Monckton and bis wife^ 
Major Lennard, and Riebard departed, leaving 
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tbe Frenchman in the care of bis two com- 
patriots. But before Gilbert Monckton left 
tbe apartment^ be gave tbe nurse special Orders 
respecting the sick man. Sbe was not to let 
bim leave his rooms lipon any pretence wbat. 
ever; not even if be sbould appear to become 
reasonable. 

Mr. Monckton went to the Hotel du Palais 
with his young wife, and, for the first time since 
he had been wronged, forgave the frivolous 
woman wbo had jilted bim. She had been 
very kind to Eleanor, and he was in a humonr 
to be pleased with any one wbo had been good 
to bis wife. So tbe lawyer shook hands very 
heartily with Mrs. Lennard, and promised that 
sbe sbould see her daughter before long. 

^'The poor little girl has had a hard trial 
lately, Mrs. Lennard, through my folly, and I 
owe her some atonement. I separated her from 
her natural protectors, because I was presump- 
tuous enough to imagine that I was better 
iitted to plan her destiny; and after all I have 
wrecked her girlish hopes, poor child ! But I 
don't tbink the damage is irreparable: I tbink 
sbe'll scarcely break her heart about Launcelot 
Darrell.'' 
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In all fhii tinie nobody had cared to ask any 
qnestknia aboot the wüL Ekaaor had handed ^it 
to lier hnabaiid; and Gflbert Monckton had put 
it^ still folded, into his pocket. Bot when*tlie 
devilled lobtter and the spärkling Mosell^ which 
the major innated npon orderingy had been dis- 
cussed^ and the table cleared, Mr. Monckton took 
the important docnment from his pocket. 

** We may as well look at poor De Crespigny'a 
last testament/' he said^ '' and aee who has been 
most injored by the soccess of Laoncelot Darrell's 
ÜEibrication/^ 

He read the first two sheets of the will to him« 
seif, slowly and thonghtfully. He remembered 

r 

every word of those two first sheets. So far the 
real will was yerbatim the same as the forged 
document : Gilbert Monckton conld therefore now 
understand why that fabricated will had seemed 
so genuine. The fabrication had been copied 
from the original paper. It was thns that the 
forgery had bome the stamp of the testator^s 
mind. The only difference between the two 
docnmeats lay in the last and most important 
clause. 

The lawyer read aloud thislastsheet of Maurice 
de Crespigny's will. 
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'^I devise and bequeath all the residue and 
remainder of my real and personal property unto 
Hortensia Bannister, the daughter of my old 
and deceased College friend^ George Yane^ and 
my valued friend Peter Sedgewick, of Chelten- 
ham^ their heirs, executors, administrators, and 
assigns, upon trust^ for the sole and separate nse of 
Eleanor^ the daughter of my sai.d dear deceased 
friend^ Greorge Yane^ by his last wife^ Eleanor 
Thompson^ during her life^ firee &om the control^ 
debts^ or engagements of any husband she may at 
any time hare^ and so that she shall not hare 
power to antidpate the rents, interest, and annual 
proceeds thereof, and upon and after her decease^ 
for such persons, estates, and in such manner 
as she shaU^ whether covert or uncovert, by 
will appoint ; and in default of and subject to 
any such appointment, for the said Eleanor, the 
daughter of the said George Yane, her heirs^ 
executors^ administrators, and assigns^ according 
to the nature of the said property. And in case 
the said Eleanor shall haye departed this life 
during my lifetime, or in case the said last- 
named trustees cannot discoyer the said Eleanor 
Yane within four years after my decease, then 
they shall consider the said Eleanor Yane dead. 
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and therefrom I give and devise tbe said resi- 
dnaiy estates to be equally divided between my 
Said three nieces^ Sarahs Lavinia^ and EUen^ 
abaolutely." 

'^It is fortunate tbat tbe money is left to 
tmstees for yanr separate use^ Eleanor^^^ Mr. 
Monckton said. . " If it bad been otberwise, tbe 
gift would bave been invalid^ since I^ yonr bus- 
band^ was one of tbe witnesses to tbe will/' 

A torrent of congratnlations from Major and 
Mrs. Lennard^ and Bicbard Tbornton^ almost 
overwbelmed Eleanor; bat sbe was still more 
oyerwbelmed by ber astonisbment at tbe wording 
of tbe will. 

" Tbe money left to me ! " sbe exclaimed. '^ I 
didnH want it. I am sorry it sbould be so. It 
will seem now as if I bad been plotting to get 
tbis fortune. I don't want it ; I only want my 
revenge.^^ 

Gilbert Monckton narrowly watcbed bis wife's 
astonisbed face. He saw no look of triumpb^ no 
smile of gratification. At least sbe was free from 
any mercenary baseness. He took ber a little 
way from tbe rest of ^ tbe party^ and looked 
earnestly into ber fearless eyes. 
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"My own dear love/' he said, "I have leamed 
a hard lesson^ and I believe that I shall profit by 
it. I will never doubt you again. But teil me^ 
Eleanor^ teil me once and for ever ! have you 
ever loved Launcelot Darreil ? Have any of your 
actions beeu prompted by jealousy ? " 

"Not one/' cried Mrs, Monckton. "I have 
never loved him^ and I have never been jealous 
of him. From first to last I have been actuated 
by one motive^ and one alone — the duty I owe to 
my dead father/' 

She had not abandoned her purpose, then. 
No ; the lurid star that had beckoned her forward 
still shone before her. It was so near now^ that 
its red splendour fiUed the universe. The young 
wife was pleased to be reconciled to her husband ; 
but with the sense that he was restored to her 
once more^ the memory of the dreary interval in 
which she had lost him, melted away from her 
mind, and Launcelot Darreil — Launcelot Darreil, 
the destroyer of her dead father, became once 
more paramount in her thoughts. 

" Oh, Gilbert 1'^ she said, clasping her hands 
about her husband's arm and looking up in his 
ÜBce, " you'll take me back to England at once, 
won't you ? ^' 
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'' Yes^ my dear/' Mr. Monckton answered^ witb. 
a sigh. " Pll do wLaterer you wish." 

There was a jealous pain at bis heart as he 
spoke. His wife was puie^ and true, and beau* 
tifttl; bnt tbis stränge parpose of ber life divided 
ber from bim, and left bis own existence veiy 
blank. 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

THE DAY OF RECKONING. 

Laüncelot Darkell and bis motlier had inha- 
bited Woodlands for alittle more than a fortnight. 
The painters^ and paper-hangers^ and npholsterers 
had done a great deal to alter the handsome 
conntry-Iiouse; for Mr. Darrell had no wish to be 
reminded of his dead uncle ; and familiär chairs 
and tables haye an unpleasant faculty of suggest« 
ing tireaome thoughts^ and recalling faded £Eu;es 
that had better be forgotten. Almost all the old 
fnmiture had been swept away, therefore, and the 
young man had behaved very generously to his 
maiden aunts, who had furnished a small honse in 
Windsor with the things that Laüncelot had 
banished from Woodlands. These poor dis- 
appointed ladies had located themselves in a quiet 
little aiUde^sac, squeezed in between the hilly 
street and the Castle, with the idea that the wild 
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dissipations of a town life would eaable them to 
forget their wrongs. 

So Laiincelot Darrell and liis mother reigned at 
Woodlands instead of the maiden sisters; and 
Parker, the butler, and Mrs. Jepcott, the house- 
keeper, waited upon a new master and mistress. 

The young man had chafed bitterly at his 
poverty, and had hated himself and all the world, 
because of those hamüiations to which a man wha 
is too idle to work, and too poor to live without 
work, is always more or less subject. Bnt, alas ! 
now that by the commission of a crime he had 
attained the great end of his ambition, he found 
that the game was not worth the candle; and 
that in his most fretful moments before Maurice 
de Crespigny^s death he had never suffered as 
much as he now suffered, daily and hourly. 

The murderers of.the unfortunate Mr. Ware 
ate a hearty supper of pork chops while their 
yictim lay, scarcely cold, in a pond beside the 
high road ; but it is not everybody who is blessed 
with the strength of mind possessed by those 
gentlemen. Launcelot Darreil could not shake 
off the recoUection of what he had done. From 
morning tili night, from night tili morning^ the 
same thoughts, the same fears, were perpetually 
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pressing upon liim. In the eyes of every servant 
who looked at him : in the voice of eyerv creature 
who spoke to him; in the sound of every bell 
that rang in the roomy country-house^ there 
larked a something that inspired the miserable 
terror of detection. It haunted him in every 
place ; it met him at every turn. The knowledge 
that he was in the power of two bad, unserupu- 
lous men, the lawyer's clerk and Victor Sourdon^ 
made him the most helpless of slaves. Already 
he had found what it was to be in the power of a 
vicious and greedy wretch. The clerk had been 
easily satisfied by the gift of a round sum of 
money^ and had levanted before his employer 
retumed from America. Bat Victor Bourdon 
became insatiable. He was a gamester and a 
drunkard ; and he expected to find in Launcelot 
Darrell*s purse a gold mine that was never to be 
exhausted. 

He had abandoned himself to the wildest dis- 
sipation in the worst haunts of London after 
Maurice de Crespigny^s death ; and had appeared 
at Woodlands at all times and seasons^ demanding 
enormous sums of his miserable victim. At first 
terror sealed Launcelot Darrell's lips^ and he 
acceded to the most extravagant demands of 
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his accomplice ; bat at last his temper gave W3.j, 
and he refased that " paltry note for a thoosand 
francs/^ to which the Frenchman alluded in his 
interview with Eleanor. After this refasal there 
was a desperate quarrel between the two men^ 
at the end of which the commercial traveller 
received a thrashing, and was turned out of doors 
by the master of Woodlands. 

The yomig man had been quite reckless of con- 
sequences in his passion; but when he grew a 
little calmer he began to refi6ct npon the issue 
of this quarrel. 

''I cannot see what härm the man can do 
me?^' he thought : ^'to accuse me is to aceuse 
himself also. And then who would believe his 
unsupported testimony? I coold laugh at him 
as a madman.'^ 

Launcelot Darrell had no knowledge of the 
existenee of the real will. He implicitly believed 
that it had been burned before his own eyes 
and that Eleanor's assertion to the contrary 
had been only a woman's falsehood invented to 
terrify him. 

*' If the girl had once had the will in her pos- 
session she would never have been such a fool as 
to lose it/' he argued. 
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But notwithstanding all this he feit a yague 
fear^ all tlie more terrible beeause of its indefinite 
cliaracter. He had placed himself in a false 
Position. The poet is bom and not made ; and 
perhaps the same thing may be said of the 
criminaL The genius of crime, like the genius 
of song, may be a capricious blossom^ indigenous 
to such and such a soil, but not to be produced 
by cultivation. Howeyer this may be, Launcelot 
Darrell was not a great criminal. He had none 
of the reckless daring, the marvellous power of 
dissimulation, the blind indifference to the future, 
which make a Palmer, a Cartouche, a Fauntleroy, 
or a Broupell. He was wretched beeause of what 
he had done ; and he allowed everybody to per- 
ceive his wretchedness. 

Mrs. Darrell saw that her son was miserable in 
spite of his newly-acquired wealth ; and a horrible 
terror seized upon her. Her sisters had taken 
good care to describe to her the scene that had 
oocurred at Woodlands upon the night of the old 
man^s death. She had watched her son, as only 
mothers can watch the children they love; and 
she had seen that his dead kinsman's fortune had 
brought him no happiness. She had questioned 
him, but had receired only siQky, ungracious 
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answers ; and she had not the heart to press hiin 
too closely* 

The mother and son were alone in the dining^ 
room at Woodlands about a week after the seene 
in Monsieur Victor Bourdon's apartment. They 
Lad dined tete-d-tete. The dessert had not been 
removed^ and the young man was still sitting at 
the bottom of the long table, lounginglazilyin his 
comfortable chair, and very often refiUing his glass 
from the claret jug on his right band. The three 
long Windows were open, and the soft May twi- 
ligbt crept into the room. A tall shaded lamp 
stood in the centre of the table^ making a great 
spot of yellow light in the dusk. Below the lamp 
there was a confused shimmer of cut glass^ upon 
which the light trembled^ like moonbeams upon 
running water. There were some purple grapes 
and a litter of vine leaves in a dessert disb of 
Sevres china ; the spikey crown of a pine-apple ; 
and scarlet strawberries that made splashes of 
Tivid colour amid the sombre green. The pietured 
face of the dead man hanging upon the wall behind 
Launcelot Darrell's chair seemed to look reproach- 
fuUy out of the shadows. The ruby draperies 
shading the open Windows grew darker with the 
fading of the light. The faint odour of lilacs and 
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hawthorn blossoms blevr in from the garden^ and 
the evening stillness was only broken by the 
sound of leaves stirred faintly by a slow night 
wind that crept amongst the trees. 

Mrs. Darreil was sitting in the recess of one of 
the open Windows, with some needlework in her 
lap. She had brought her work into the dining- 
room after dinner, because she wished to be with 
her son ; and she knew that Launcelot would sit 
for the best part of the evening brooding over his 
half-fiUed glass. The young man was most com- 
pletely miserable. The great wrong he had done 
had brought upon him a torture which he was 
scarcely streng enough to endure. If he could 

have undone that wrong — if ! No! That 

way lay such shame and degradation as he could 
never stoop to endure. 

"It was all my great-uncle's fault/' he re- 
peated to himself, doggedly. ''What business 
had he to make the will of a madman? Whom 
have I robbed, after all? Only a specious adven« 
turess, the intriguing daughter of a selfish spend-* 
thrift.'* 

Such thoughts as these were for ever rising in 
the young man's mind. He was thinking them 
to-night, while his mother sat in the windowi 
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watching her son's face furtively. He was only 
roused from bis reverie by tbe sound of wheels 
npon tbe gravel drive^ tbe opening of a carriage- 
door^ and a loud ringing of tbe bell. 

Tbe arrival of any unexpected visitor always 
frigbtened bim; so it was notbing unusnal for 
bim to get up £rom bis cbair and go to tbe door 
of tbe room to listen for tbe sound of voices in 
tbe ball. 

To-nigbt be tumed deadly pale^ as be recog- 
nised a familiär yoice; tbe voice of Gilbert 
Monckton^ wbom be bad not seen since tbe 
reading of tbe will. 

Launcelot Darrell drew back as tbe senrant 
approacbed tbe door^ and in anotber moment tbe 
man opened it, and announced Mr. Monckton, 
Mrs. Monckton, Mr. Tbomton, Monsienr Boor« 
don. He would bave announced Mr. Jobn 
Keteb, I dare say, just as coolly. 

Launcelot Darrell planted bis back against tbe 
low marble cbimney-piece, and prepared to meet 
bis fiate.. It bad come; tbe realisation of tiiat 
borrible nigbtmare wbicb bad tormented bim 
ever since tbe ni^t of Maurice de Crespigny^s 
deatb. It bad come; detection, disgrace^ bumi- 
liation, despair; no matter by wbat name it was 
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called; the thing was ÜTing death. His heart 
seemed to melt into water, and then freeze in his 
breast. He had seen the face of Victor Bonrdon 
lurking behind Grilbert and Eleanor^ and he knew 
that he had been betrayed. 

The yonng man knew this^ and determined to 
make a gallant finish. He was not a coward bj 
natura, though his own wrong-doing had made 
him cowardly ; he was only an irresolute, vacil- 
lating, selfish Sybarite, who had quarrelled with 
the great schoolmaster Fate, because his life 
had not been made one long summer's holiday. 
Eren cowards sometimes grow courageous at the 
last. Launcelot Darrell was not a coward: hc 
drew himself up to his füllest height, and pre- 
pared to confront his accusers. 

Eleanor Monckton advanced towards him. 
Her husband tried to restrain her, but his effort 
was wasted ; she waved him back with her band, 
and went on to where the young man stood> 
with her head lifked and her nostrils quivering. 

" At last, Launcelot Darrell," she cried, " after 
watching that has wearied me, and failures that 
have tanpied me to despair, at last I can keep 
my pnwQiise; at last I can be troe to the lost 
father whose death was yonr cruel work. Wheu 
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last I was in this house^ you laughed at me and 
defied me. I was robbed of the eiridence that 
would hs^ve condemned you: all the world 
seemed leagued together against me. Now^ the 
proof of your crime is in mj^hands^ and the 
Yoice of your accomplice has bome witness 
against you. Cheat^ trickster^ and forger : there 
is no escape for you now/' 

" No/' exclaimed Monsieur Bourdon, with an 
unctuous chuckle^ *'it is now your tum to be 
chased, my stripling; it is now your tum to 
be kick out of the door/' 

"From first to last, from first to last/' said 
Eleanor, "you have been false and cruel. You 
wronged and deceived the friends who sent you 
to ludia *^ 

" Yaase ! '' interrupted the commercial tra- 
veller, who was very pale, and by no means too 
steady in his nerves, after the attack of delirium 
tremens. He had dropped into a chair, and sat 
trembling and grinning at his late patron, with 
a ghastly jocosity that was far from agreeable to 
behold. "Yaase, you cheat your mo-thair, you 
cheat your friends. You make belief to go to 
the Indias, but you do not go. You what you 
call — shally shiUy, and upon the last moment^ 
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when the machine is on the point of depart, you 
change the mind^ you are well in England^ there 
is a handsome career for you, as artist, you say. 
Then you will not go, But you have fear of your 
uncle, who has given the money for your — fit-out 
— and for your passage, and you make believe 
to do what they wish from you. You have a 
friend« a confrhre^ a Mr., who is to partake 
your cabin. You write to heem, you get heem to 
post your letters ; you write to your mo-thair, in 
Clip-a-stone Street, and you say to her, 'Dear 
mo-thair, I cannot bear this broil climate; I am 
broil, I work the night and the day ; I am indigo 
planter;" and you send your lettertothe Indias 
to be posted; and your poor mo-thair belief 
you ; and you are in Paris to enjoy yourself, to 
lead the life of student, a little Bohemian, but 
very gay. You read Balzac, you make the little 
Sketches for the cheap Farisian Journals. You 
are gamester, and win money from a poor old 
Englishman, the father of that lady there; and 
you make a cat*spaw of your friend, Victor 
Bourdon. You are a villain man, Monsieur 
Darrell, but it is finished with you." 

'' Listen to me, Launcelot Darrell," Gilbert 
Monckton said, quietly. '^Every falsehood and 
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trick of which you have been guilty^ from first 
to last^ is known. There is no help for you. 
The will which my wife holds in her band is the 
genuine will signed by Maurice de Cre^igiiy. 
This man is prepared to testify that the will by 
which you took possession of this estate is a 
forgery, fabricated by you and Henry Lawford's 
clerk^ who had in his possession a rough drauglit 
of the real will which he had written at Mr. 
de Crespigny^s dictation, and who copied the 
three different signatures from three letters 
written by the old man to Henry Lawford. 
You are prepared to bear witness to this/' added 
the lawyer, turning to Victor Bourdon. 

"But certainly// exclaimed the Frenchman^ 
'^ it being well understood that I am not to suffer 
by this candour. It is understood that I am 
innocent in this affiair." 

'* Innocent ! " cried Launcelot Darrell^ bitterly. 
^'Why you were the prime mover in this busi- 
ness. It was your Suggestion that first in- 
duced— " 

" It is possible, my friend," murmured Mou- 
sieur Bourdon^ complacently ; ^^but is it^ th^i^ 
a crime to make a little Suggestion — ^to try to 
make oneself useful to a friend ? I do not bes 
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lieve it ! No matter. I have studied yonr 
English law: I do not think it can touch me, 
since I am only prepared to swear to harmg 
found this real will, and having before that over- 
Aeard a conversation between you and the clerk 
of the avon^ de Vindsor." 

" You nse noble tools, Mrs. Monckton," said 
Launcelot Darrell, " but I do not know by what 
right you come into my house, uninvited, and 
bringing in your train a very respectable trans- 
pontine seene-painter witb whom I have not the 
honour to be intimate, and a French commer- 
cial traveller, who has chosen to make himself 
peculiarly obnoxious to me. It is for the Court 
of Chancery to decide whether I am the rightful 
owner of this house and all appertaining to it. 
I shall await the fiat of that court ; and in the 
mean time I have the honour to wish you good 
evening." 

He laid bis hand upon the handle of the bell 
as he spoke, but he did not pull it. 

" You defy me, then, Launcelot Darrell ? " 
said Eleanor. 

" I do." 
I am glad that it is so I " exclaimed the girl« 

I am glad that you have not prayed to me for 
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mercy. I am glad that Providence has suflFered 
me to avenge my father^s death/^ 

Eleanor Monckton was moving towards the 
door. 

In all this time Ellen Darrell had not once 
spoken. She had stood apart in the recess of the 
window, a dark and melancholy shadow, mourn- 
ing over the ruin of her life. 

I think that she was scarcely surprised at what 
had happened. We sometimes know the people 
we love, and know them to he base ; bat we go 
on loving them desperately, nevertheless ; and 
love them best when the world is against them, 
and they have most need of our love. I speak 
here of matemal love, which is so sublime an affec- 
tion as to be next in order to the love of 6od. 

The widow came suddenly into the centre.of 
the room, and cast herseif on her knees before 
Eleanor, and wound her arms about the girFs 
slender waist, pinning her to the spot upon 
which she stood, and holding her there. The 
mother's arms were stronger than bands of irou, 
for they were linked about the enemy of her son, 
It has been demonstrated by practical zoologists 
that the king of beasts, his majesty the Hon, is 
after all a cowardly creature. It is only the 



THE DAY OP EECKONING. 301 

lioness^ the mother, whose courage is desperate 
and indomitable. 

"You shall not do this," Ellen Darreil eried; 
'^you shall not bring disgrace upon my son. 
Take your due, whatever it is ; take your paltry 
wealth. You have plotted for it, I dare say. 
Take it, and let ns go out of this place penni- 
less. But no disgrace, no humiliation, no punish- 
ment, for Mm ! ^^ 

" Mother/* cried Lanncelot, " get np off your 
knees. Let her do her worst. I ask no mercy 
of her." 

" Don'*t hear him/' gasped the widow, " don't 
listen to him. Oh, Eleanor, save him from shame 
and disgrace. Save him ! save him ! I was always 
good to you, was I not? I meant to be so, 
believe me ! If ever I was unkind, it was because 
I was distracted by regrets and anxieties about 
him. Oh, Eleanor, forgive him, and be merciful 
to me. Forgive him, It is my fault that he is 
what he is. It was my foolish indulgence that 
ruined his childhood. It was my false pride that 
taught him to think he had a right to my uncle's 
money. From first to last, Eleanor, it is I that 
am to blame. Remember this, and forgive him, 
forgive — *' 
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Her throat grew ärj, and her voiee broke, 
but her lips still moved, though no sound came 
from them, and she was still imploring mercy for 
her son. 

'^ Forgive ! " cried Eleanor, bitterly. '^ Forgive 
the man who caused my father's death ! Do you 
think I have waited and watched for nothing ? 
It seems to me as if all my life had been given 
up to this one hope. Do you know how tbat 
man has defied me ? " she exclaimed^ pointing to 
Launcelot Darrell. ^^ Do you know that through 
him I have been divided from my husband? 
Bah ! why do I speak of my own wrongs ? Do 
you know that my father^ a poor helpless old 
man^ a lonely^ friendless old man^ a decayed 
gentleman, killed himself because of your son? 
Do you expect that I am to folget that? Do 
you think that I ean forgive that man ? Do you 
want me to abandon the settled purpose of my 
life, the purpose to which I have sacrificed every 
girUsh happiness, every womanly joy, now that the 
victory is mine, and that I ean keep my vow ? '* 

She tried to disengage herseif from Ellen Dar- 
rell's arms, but the widow still clung about her^ 
with her head flung back, and her white face cchol* 
vulsed with anguish. 



THE BAY OF BECKONING. 303 

" Forgive him for my sake/' she cried ; " give 
Iiim to me — give him to me. He will saffer 
enougk from the ruin of bis hopes. He will 
suffer enough from the consdousDess of having 
done wrang. He has suffered. Yes. I have 
watched him, and I know. Take everything from 
him. Leave him a penniless dependent upon the 
pittance my uncle left to me, but save him from 
disgrace. Give him to me. 6od has given him 
to me. Woman, what right have you to take 
him itovDi me ? " 

'^ He killed my father/' Eleanor answered in a 
sombre voice \ " my dead father's letter told me 
to be revenged upon him." 

'^Your father wrote in a moment of despera- 
tion. I knew him. I knew George Vane. He 
would have forgiven bis worst enemy. He was 
the last person to be vindictive or revengefiil 
when bis first anger was passed. What good end 
will be gained by my son's disgrace ? You shall 
not refuse to hear me. You are a wife, Eleanor 
Monckton : you may one day be a mother. If 
you are pitiless to me now, God will be pitiless to 
you then. You will think of me then. In every 
throb of pain your child may suffer; in every 
childish ailment that makes your heart grow sick 
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"with unutterable fear, yon will recognise God's 
vengeance upon you for this night^s work. Think 
of this^ Eleanor; think of this^ and be merciful 
to me — to me — not to him. What Jie wonld have 
to endure would be only a tithe of my suffering. 
I am bis mother — bis mother ! " 

" Ob, my God ! '^ cried Eleanor, lifting her 
clasped hands above her head. ^' What am I 
todo?" 

The hoTir of her triumph had come ; and in this 
supreme moment doubt and fear took possession 
of her breast. If this was her victory, it was 
only half a victory. She had never thought that 
any innocent creature wonld suffer more cruelly 
by her vengeance npon Launcelot Darrell than 
the man himself would suffer. And now here 
was this woman, whose only sin had been 
an idolatrous love of her son, and to whom bis 
disgrace would be worse than the anguish of 
death. 

The widow's agony had been too powerful for 
the girVs endurance. Eleanor burst into a pas- 
sion of tears, and turning to her husband let her 
head fall upon bis breast. 

''What am I to do, Gilbert?" she said. 
" What am I to do ? " 
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I will not advise you, my dear/' the lawyer 
answered^ in a low voice. " To-night*s business 
is of your own accomplishing. Your own heart 
xnust be your only guide." 

There was silence in the room for a few 
moments^ only broken by Eleanor's sobbing. 
Launcelot Darrell had covered his face with bis 
hands. His courage had given way before the 
power of his mother's grief. The widow still 
knelt^ still clung about the girl, with her white 
face fixed now^ in an awful stillness. 

" Oh, my dear, dead father ! ^' Eleanor sobbed, 
** you — you did wrong yourself, sometimes ; and 
you were always kind and merciful to people. 
Heaven knows, I have tried to keep my oath ; 
but I cannot — I cannot. It seemed so easy to 
imagine my revenge when it was far away: but 
now — it is too hard — ^it is too hard. Take 
your son, Mrs. Darrell. I am a poor helpless 
coward. I cannot carry out the purpose of my 
life.'^ 

The white uplifted face scarcely changed, and 
the widow feil back in a heap upon the floor. 
Her son and Gilbert Monckton lifibed her up and 
carried her to a chair in one of the open Win- 
dows. Bichard Thomton dropped on his knees 
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before Eleanor, and began to kiss her hands with 
effimon. 

"Don't be frightened^ Nelly," he exclaimed, 
'a was very fond of you once, and very unhappy 
about you, as my poor aunt can bear witness; 
but I am going to marry Eliza Montalambert, 
and weVe got the carpets down at the snuggest 
Utile box in all Brixton, and IVe made it up 
with Spavin and Cromshaw in consideration of 
my salary being doubled. Don"'t be firightened if 
I make a fool of myself, Eleanor ; but I think I 
could worship ydu to-night. This is your victory, 
my dear. This is the only revenge Providence 
ever intended for beautiful young women with 
hazel-brown hair. God bless you/' 

Launcelot Darrell, with a greyish pallor spread 
over his face, like a napkin upon the face of a 
corpse, came slowly up to Eleanor. 

"You have been very generous to me, Mrs. 
Monckton, though it is a hard thing for me to 
say as much/' he said; "I have done wicked 
things, but I have suffered — I have suffered and 
repented perpetually. I had no thought of the 
awful consequences which would foUow the wrong 
I did your father. I have hated myself for that 
wicked act ever since ; I should never have forged 
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tfae will if that man had not come to me; and 
fooled me^ and played upon my weaknesses. I 
will thank you for the mercy you have shown 
me by-and-by, Mrs. Monckton^ when I am better 
worthy of your generosity." 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE LABT. 

Gilbert Monckton seconded bis wife in all 
she wished to do. There was no scandal. AU 
legal formalities were gone through very quietly. 
Those troublesome people who require to be in- 
formed as to the business of their neighbours^ 
were told tbat a codicil had been found^ whicii 
revoked the chief clause of Mr. de Crespigny's 
will. Mr. Peter Sedgewick and Mrs. Bannister 
were ready to perform all acts required of them ; 
though the lady expressed considerable surprise 
at her half sister's unexpected accession of wealth. 
Eleanor Monckton entered into possession of 
the estates. The impulsive girl having once 
forgiven her father^s enemy, would fain have sur- 
rendered the fortune to him into the bargain — 
but practical matter-of-fact people were at band 
to prevent her being too generous. Mrs. Darrell 
and her son went to Italy^ and Mrs. Monckton, 
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with her husband's concurrence, made the young 
man a very handsome allowance^ which enabled 
Iiim to pursue bis career as an artist. He worked 
very bard^ and witb entbusiasm. Tbe sbame of 
tbe past gave an impetus to bis pencil. His 
outraged self-esteem stood bim bis friend^ and be 
toiled valiantly to redeem bimself from tbe dis- 
grace tbat bad fallen upon bim. 

" If I am a great painter^ tbey will remember 
notbing against me" be said to bimself; and 
tbougb it was not in bim to become a great 
painter^ be became a populär painter; a great 
man for tbe Royal Aeademy^ and tbe West-End 
engravers, if only a small man for future genera- 
tions, wbo will eboose tbe real gems out of tbe 
prodigal wealtb of tbe present. Mr. DarrelVs 
first success was a picture wbicb be called " The 
EarPs Death/^ from a poem of Tennyson^s, with 
tbe motto^ "Ob, the Earl was fair to see/' — a 
pretematurally ugly man lying at the feet of a 
pretematurally bideous woman, in a turret Cham- 
ber ligbted by lucifer matches — the blue and 
green ligbt of tbe lucifers on tbe face of tbe 
iigly woman, and a pre-Bapbaelite cypress seen 
tbrongb tbe window ; and I am fain to say, tbat 
altbougb tbe picture was ugly, there was a stränge 
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formed as to the business of their neighbours, 
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will. Mr. Peter Sedgewick and Mrs. Bannister 
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with her husband^s concurrence, made the young 
man a very handsome allowance^ which enabled 
Iiim to pursue bis career as an artist. He worked 
very hard, and with enthusiasm. The shame of 
the past gave an impetus to bis pencil. His 
outraged self-esteem stood bim his friend^ and he 
toiled valiantly to redeem bimself Crom the dis- 
grace that had fallen upon bim. 

" If I am a great painter, they will remember 
nothing against me/' he said to bimself; and 
though it was not in bim to become a great 
painter, he became a populär painter; a great 
man for the Royal Academy^ and the West-End 
engravers, if only a small man for future genera- 
tions, who will choose the real gems out of the 
prodigal wealtb of the present. Mr. DarrelFs 
first success was a picture which he called '^ The 
EarPs Death/^ from a poem of Tennyson^ with 
the motto, ''Oh, the Earl was fair to see/' — a 
pretematurally ngly man lying at the feet of a 
preternaturally hideous woman, in a turret Cham- 
ber lighted by lucifer matches — the blue and 
green light of the lucifers on the face of the 
ngly woman, and a pre-Raphaelite cypress seen 
throngh the window ; and I am fain to say, that 
although the picture was ngly, there was a stränge 



310 ELEANOR^S VICTORY. 

weird attraction ia it^ and people went to see it 
again and again^ and liked it, and hankered after 
it^ and talked of it perpetually all that season ; 
one faction declaring that the lucifer-match effect 
was the most delicious moonlight^ and the mur- 
deress of the Earl the most lovely of woman- 
kind^ tili the faction who thought the very reverse 
of this became afraid to declare their opinions^ 
and thus everybody was satisfied. 

So Launcelot Darreii received a fabulous price 
for his picture^ and^ having lived without reproach 
during three years of probation, came home to 
msrry Laura Mason Lennard^ who had been true 
to him all this time^ and who would have rather 
liked to unite her fortunes with those of a modern 
Gartouehe or Jack Sheppard for the romance of 
the thing. And although the artist did not 
become a good man all in a moment^ like the 
repentant villain of a stage play, he did take to 
heart the lesson of his youth« He was tenderly 
affectionate to the mother who had suffered so 
much by reason of his errors ; and he made a 
very tolerable husband to a most devoted little 
wife. 

Monsienr Victor Bourdon was remunerated^ 
and very liberally — ^for his Services, and was told 
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to hold his tongue. He departed for Canada 
soon afterwards^ in the interesta of the patent 
mustard^ and never reappeared in the neighboor- 
hood of ToUdale Priory. 

Eleanor insisted on giving up Woodlands for 
the ose of Mr. Darrell^ his wife^ and mother. 
Signora Ficirillo lived with her nephew and his 
merry little wife in the pretty house at Brixton ; 
but she paid very frequent visits to ToUdale 
Priory^ sometimes accompanied by Bichard and 
Mrs. Richard^ sometimes alone. Matrimony had 
a very good effect npon the outward seeming 
of the seene-painter : for his young wife initi- 
ated him in the loxury of shirt-buttons^ as con- 
trasted with pins ; to say nothing of the delights 
of a shower-bath^ and a pair of ivory-backed 
hair-brushes^ presented by Eleanor as a birthday 
present to her old friend. Richard at first sug- 
gested that the ivory-backed bmshes should be 
nsed as chimney omaments in the Brixton draw- 
ing-room ; but afkerwards submitted to the populär 
view of the subject^ and brushed his hair. Major 
and Mrs. Lennard were also visitors at ToUdale^ 
and Laura knew the happiness of paternal and 
maternal love — the paternal aflfection evincing 
itself in the presentation of a great deal of 
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frivolous jewellery, purchased lipon credit; the 
maternal devotion displaying itself ia a wild 
admiration of Launcelot Darrell's son and heir, 
a pink-faced baby^ who made bis appearance in 
tbe year 1861^ and who was in much better 
drawing than the *^ Dying Gladiator^" exhibited 
by Mr. Darrell in the same year. Little chil- 
dren^'s voices sounded by-and-by in the shadj^ 
pathways of the old-fashioned Priory garden, and 
in all Serkshire there was not a happier woman 
than Gilbert Monckton^s beautiful young wife. 

And^ after all, Eleanor^s Victory was a proper 
womanly conquest, and not a stern, classical ven- 
geance. The tender woman's heart trinmphed 
over the girFs rash vow ; and poor George Vane's 
enemy was left to the only Judge whose judg- 
ments are always righteous. 



THE END. 
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